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MY LORD, 

* The poem, for which I have ven- 
tured to solicit your Grace's attention, was 
composed in a situation so near to Belvoir 
Castle, that the author had all the advantage 
to be derived, from prospects extensive and 
beautiful, and from works of grandeur and 
sublimity : and though nothing of the in- 
fluence arising from such situation should be 
discernible in these verses, either from want of 
adequate powers in the writer, or because his 
subjects do not assimilate with such views, 
yet would it be natural for him to indulge a 
wish, that he might inscribe his labours to the 
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lord of a scene whicK perpetually excited his 
admiration, and he would plead the propriety 
of placing the titles of the House of Rutland 
at the entrance of a volume written in the 
Vale of Belvoir. 

But, my Lord, a motive much more powerful 
than a sense of propriety, a grateful remem- 
brance of benefits conferred by the noble family 
in which you preside, has been the great in- 
ducement for me to wish that I might be per- 
mitted to inscribe this work to your Grace: 
the honours of that time were to me unex- 
pected, they were unmerited, and they were 
transitory: but since I am thus allowed to 
make public my gratitude, I am in some de- 
gree restored to the honour of that period ; 
I have again the happiness to find myself 
favoured, and my exertions stimulated, by the 
condescension of the Duke of Rutland. 

It was my fortune, in a poem which yet 
circulates, to write of the virtues, talents, and 
heroic death of Lord Robert Manners, and to 
bear witness to the affection of a brother whose 
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grief was poignant^ and to be soothed only by 
remembrance of his worth whom he so deeply 
deplored. In a patron thus favourably pre- 
disposed^ my Lord^ I might look for much 
lenity, and could not fear the severity of 
critical examination : from your Grace, who, 
happily, have no such impediment to justice, 
I must not look for the same kind ofindulgence. 
I am assured, by those whose situation gave 
them opportunity for knowledge, and whose 
abilities and attention guarded them from 
error, that I must not expect my failings will 
escape detection from want of discernment, 
neither am I ta fear that any merit will be 
undistinguished through deficiency of taste. 
It is from this information, my Lord, and a 
consciousness of much which needs forgiveness, 
that I entreat your Grace to read my verses, 
with a wish, I had almost added, with a pur- 
pose to be pleased, and to make every possible 
allowance for subjects not always pleasing, for 
manners sometimes gross, and for language 
too frequently incorrect. 
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With the fullest confidence in your Grace's 
ability and favour, in the accuracy of your 
judgment, and the lenity of your decision; 
with grateful remembrance of benefits re- 
ceived, and due consciousness of the little I 
could merit ; with prayers that your Grace 
may long enjoy the dignities of the House of 
Rutland^ and cohtiuue to dictate improvement 
for the surrounding country ;— I terminate aii 
address, in which a fear of oflfending your 
Grace has made me so cautious in my expres- 
sions, that I may justly fear to offend many 
of my readers, who will think that something 
more of animation should have been excited by 
the objects I view, the benevolence I honour, 
and the gratitude I profess. 

I have the honour to be. 
My Lord, 

Your Grace's 

Most obliged 
and obedient humble servant, 

GEORGE CRABBE. 
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PREFACE. 



Whether, if I had not been encouraged by some 
proofs of public favour, I should have written the 
Poem now before the reader, is a question which I 
cannot positively determine; but I will venture to 
assert, that I should not, in that case, have committed 
the work to the press; I should not have allowed 
my own opinion of it to have led me into further dis- 
appointment, against the voice of judges impartial 
and indifferent, from whose sentence it had been 
fruitless to appeal : the success of a late publication, 
therefore, may be fairly assigned as the principal 
cause for the appearance of this. 

When the ensuing Letters were so far written, 
that I could form an opinion of them, and when I 
began to conceive that they might not be unacceptable 
to the public, I felt myself prompted by duty, ais well 
as interest, to put them to the press ; I considered 
myself bound by gratitude for the favourable treat- 
ment I had already received, to show that I was not 
unmindful of it ; and, however this n^ght be mixed 
with other motives, it operated with considerable 
force upon my mind, acting as a stimulus to exertions 
naturally tardy, and to expectations easily checked. 



XIV PREFACE. 

It must nevertheless be acknowledged, that al- 
though such fiivourable opinion had been formed, I 
was not able, with the requisite impartiality, to de- 
termine the comparative value of an unpublished 
manuscript, and a work sent into the world. Books, 
like children, when established, have doubtless our 
parental affection and good wishes; we rejoice to 
hear that they are doing well, and are received and 
res{>ected in good company : but it is to manuscripts 
in the study, as to children in the nursery, that our 
care, our anxiety, and our tenderness are principally 
directed: they are fondled as our endearing com-* 
paniolis ; their faults are corrected with the lenity of 
partial love, and their good parts are exaggerated 
by the strength of parental imagination ; nor is it 
easy even for the more cool and reasonable among 
parents, thus circumstanced, to decide upon the 
comparative merits of their offspring, whether they 
be children of the bed or issue of the brain. 

But, however favourable my own opinion may have 
been, or may still be, I could not venture to commit 
so long a Poem to the press without some endeavour 
to obtain the more valuable opinion of less partial 
judges : at the same time, I am willing to confess that 
I have lost some portion of the timidity once so pain- 
ful, and that I am encouraged to take upon myself 
the decision of various points, which heretofore I 
entreated my friends to decide. Those friends were 
then my council, whose opinion I was implicitly to 
follow ; they are now advisers, whose ideas I am at 
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liberty to reject. This will not, I hope, seem like 
arrogance : it would be more safe, it would be more 
pleasant, still to have that reliance on the judgment 
of others ; but it cannot always be obtained ; nor are 
they, however friendly disposed, ever ready to lend 
a helping hand to him whom they consider as one 
who ought by this time to have ca^t away the timidity 
of inexperience, and to have acquired the courage 
that would enable him to decide for himself. 

When it is confessed that I have less assistance 
from my friends, and that the appearance of this 
work is, in a great measure, occasioned by the suc- 
cess^ of a former; some readers will, I fear, entertain 
the opinion that the book before them was written 
in haste, and pubUshed without due examination and 
revisal: should this opinion be formed, there will 
doubtless occur many faults which may appear as 
originating in neglect : Now, readers are, I believe, 
disposed to treat with more than common severity 
those writers who have been led into presumption 
by the approbation bestowed on their.diffidence, and 
into idleness and unconcern, by the praises given 
to their attention. I am therefore even anxious it 
should be generally known that sufficient time and 
application were bestowed upon this work, and by 
this I mean that no material alteration would be ef- 
fected by delay: it is true that this confession removes 
one plea for the errors of the book, want of time ; 
but, in my opinion, there is not much consolation to 
be drawn by reasonable minds from this resource r 
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if a work fails^ it appears to be poor satis&ction when 
it is observed, that if the author had taken more 
care, the event had been less disgraceful. 

When the reader enters into the Poem, he will find 
the author retired from view, and an imaginary per* 
sonage brought forward to describe his Borough for 
him: to him it seemed convenient to speak in the 
first person : but the inhabitant of a village, in the 
centre of the kingdom, could not appear in the cha« 
racter of a residing burgess in a large sear-port ; and 
when, with this point, was considered what relations 
were to be given, what manners delineated, and what 
situations described, no method appeared to be so 
convenient as^that of borrowing the assistance of an 
ideal friend: by this means the reader is in some 
degree kept from view of any particular place, nor 
will he perhaps be so likely to determine where those 
persons reside, and what their connexions, who are 
so intimately known to this man of straw. 

From the title of this Poem, some persons will, I 
fear, expect a political satire, — an attack upon cor- 
rupt principles in a general view, or upon the customs 
and manners of some particular place ; of these they 
will find nothing satirized, nothing related. It* may 
be that graver readers would have preferred a more 
historical account of so considerable a Borough — ^its 
charter, privileges, trade, public structures, and sub- 
jects of this kind ; but I have an apology for the 
omission of these things, in the difiiculty of describing 
them, and in the utter repugnancy which subsists 
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between the studies and objects of topography and 
poetry. What I thought I could best describe, that 
I attempted : — the sea, and the coimtry in the imme- 
diate vicinity; the dwellings, and the inhabitants; 
some incidents and characters, with an exhibition of 
morals and manners, offensive perhaps to those of 
extremely delicate feelings, but sometimes, I hope, 
neither unamiable nor unafFecting : an Election in- 
deed forms a part of one Letter, but the evil there 
described is one not greatly nor generally deplored, 
and there are probably many places of this kind 
where it is not felt. 

From the variety of relations, characters, and de- 
scriptions which a Borough affords, several were 
rejected which a reader might reasonably expect to 
have met with : in this case he is entreated to believe 
that these, if they occurred to the author, were con- 
sidered by him as beyond his ability, as subjects which 
he could not treat in a manner satisfactory to himself. 
Possibly the admission of some will be thought to 
require more apology than the rejection of others: in 
such variety, it is to be apprehended, that almost 
every reader will find something not according with 
his ideas of propriety, or something repulsive to the 
tone of his feelings ; nor could this be avoided but 
by the sacrifice of every event, opinion, and even ex- 
pression, which could be thought liable to produce 
such effect ; and this casting away so largely of our 
cargo, through fears of danger, though it might help 
us to clear it, would render our vessel of little worth 

b2 
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when she came into port. I may likewise entertain 
a hope^ that this very variety, which gives scope to 
objection and censure, will also afford a better chance 
for approval and satisfaction. 

Of these objectionable parts many must be to me 
unknown; of others some opinion may be formed, 
and for their admission some plea may be stated. 

In the first Letter is nothing which particularly 
calls for remark, except possibly the last line — giving 
a promise to the reader that he should both smile and 
sigh in the perusal of the following Letters. This 
may appear vain, and more than an author ought tp 
promise ; but let it be considered that the character 
assumed is that of a friend, who gives an account of 
objects, persons, and events to his correspondent, and 
.who was therefore at liberty, without any imputation 
of this kind, to suppose in what manner he would be 
affected by such descriptions. 

Nothing, I trust, in the second Lettel*, which re- 
lates to the imitation of what are called weather-stains 
on buildings, will seem to any invidious or offensive. 
I wished to make a comparison between those minute 
and curious bodies which cover the surface of some 
edifices, and those kinds of stain which are formed of 
boles and ochres, and laid on with a brush. Now, 
as the work of time cannot be anticipated in such 
cases, it may be very judicious to have recourse to 
such expedients as wiU give to a recent structure th^ 
venerable appearance of antiquity; and in this case, 
);hough I might still observe the vast difference be- 



PREFACE. xix 

tween the living varieties of nature, and the distant 
imitation of the artist, yet I would not forbear to 
make use of his dexterity, because he could not clothe 
my freestone with mu^or, lichen, and byssits. 

The wants and mortifications of a poor Clergyman 
are the subjects of one portion of the third Letter ; 
and he being represented as a stranger in the Bo- 
rough, it may be necessary to make some apology for' 
his appearance in the Poem. Previous to a late 
meeting of a literary society, whose benevolent pur- 
pose is well known to the public, I was induced by a 
friend to compose a few verses, in which, with the 
general commendation of the design, should be in- 
troduced a hint that the bounty might be farther 
extended ; these verses a gentleman did me the ho- 
nour to recite at the meeting, and they were printed 
as an extract from the Poem, to which in fact they 
may be called an appendage. 

I am now arrived at that part of my work, which 
I may expect will bring upon me some animadversion. 
Religion is a subject deeply interesting to the minds 
of many, and when these minds are weak, they are 
often led by a warmth of feeling into the violence of 
causeless resentment: I am therefore anxious that 
my purpose should be understood; and I wish to 
point out what things they are which an author may 
hold up to ridicule and be blameless. In referring to 
the two principal divisions of enthusiastical teachers, 
I have denominated them, as I conceive they are ge- 
nerally called, Calvmistic and Armmicm Methodists. 
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The Arminians, though divided and perhaps subdi- 
vided^ are stilly when particular accuracy is not in- 
tended^* considered as one body^ having had, for 
many years, one head, who is yet held in liigh respect 
by the varying members of the present day : but the 
Calvinistic societies are to be looked upon rather as 
separate and independent congregations ; and it is to 
one of these (unconnected, as is supposed, with any 
other) I more particularly allude. But while I am 
making use of this division, I must entreat that I may 
not be considered as one who takes upon him to cen- 
sure the religious opinions of any society or individual : 
the reader will find that the spirit of the enthusiast, 
and not his opinions, his manners, and not his creed, 
have engaged my attention. I have nothing to ob- 
serve of the Calvinist and Arminian, considered as 
such ; but my remarks are pointed at the enthusiast 
and the bigot, at their folly and their craft. 

To those readers who have seen the journals of 
- the first Methodists, or the extracts quoted from 
them by their opposers* in the early times of this 
spiritual influenza, are sufficiently known all their 
leading notions and peculiarities ; so that I have no 
need to enter into such unpleasant inquiries in this 
place : I have only to observe that their tenets remain 
the same, and have still the former effect on the minds 
of the converted : There is yet that imagined conten- 



* Methodists and Papists compared ; Treatise on Grace, by 
Bishop Warburton, Sec. 
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tion with the powers of darkness^ that is at once so 
lamentable and so ludicrous : there is the same offen- 
sive familiarity with the Deity, with a full trust and 
confidence both in the immediate efficacy of their 
miserably delivered supplications, and in the reality 
of numberless small miracles wrought at their request 
and for their convenience : there still exists that de- 
lusion, by which some of the most common diseases 
of the body are regarded as proofs of the malignity 
of Satan contending for dominion over the soul : and 
there still remains the same wretched jargon, com- 
posed of scriptural language, debased by vulgar ex- 
pressions, which has a kind of mystic influence on 
the minds of the ignorant. It will be recollected 
that it is the abuse of those scriptural terms which I 
conceive to be improper: they are doubtless most 
significant and efficacious when used with propriety; 
but it is painfill to the mind of a soberly devout per- 
son, when he hears every rise and fall of the animal 
spirits, every whim And notion of enthusiastic igno- 
rance, expressed in the venerable language of the 
Apostles and Evangelists. 

The success of these people is great, but not sur- 
prising: as the powers they claim are given, and 
come not of education, many may, and therefore do, 
fiincy they are endowed with them ; so that they who 
do not venture to become preachers, yet exert the 
minor gifts, and gain reputation for the faculty of 
prayer, as soon as they* can address the Creator in 
daring flights of unpremeditated absurdity. The 
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less indigent gain the praise of hospitality, and the 
more harmonious become distinguished in their 
choirs : curiosity is kept alive by succession of mi- 
nistersy and self-love is flattered by the consideration 
that they are the persons at whom the world won- 
ders ; add to this, that, in many of them, pride is 
gratified by their consequence as new members of 
a sect whom their conversion pleases, and by the 
liberty, which as seceders they take, of speaking 
contemptuously of the Church and ministers, whom 
they have relinquished. 

Of those denominated Catomistic MetAodisiSy I had 
-principally one sect in view, or, to adopt the term of 
its founder, a church. This church consists of several 
congregations in town and country, unknown perhaps 
in many parts of the kingdom, but, where known, the 
cause of much curiosity and some amusement. . To 
such of my readers as may judge an enthusiastic 
teacher and his peculiarities to be unworthy any se- 
rious attention, I would observe that there is somcr 
thing unusually daring in the boast of this man, who 
claims the authority of a messenger sent from God, 
and declares without hesitation that his call was im- 
mediate ; that he is assisted by the sensible influence 
of the Spirit, and that miracles are perpetually wrought 
in his favour and for his convenience. 

As it was and continues to be my desire to give 
proof that I had advanced nothing respecting this 
extraordinary person, his operations or assertions, 
which might not be readily justified by quotations 
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from his own writings, I had collected several of 
these and disposed them under certain heads ; but 
I found that by this means a very disproportioned 
share of attention must be given to the subject, and 
after some consideration, I have determined to re- 
linquish the design ; and should any have curiosity 
to search whether my representation of the temper 
and disposition, the spirit "and manners, the know- 
ledge and capacity, of a very popular teacher be 
correct, he is referred to about fourscore pamphlets, 
whose titles will be found on the covers of the late 
editions of the Bank of Faiths itself a wonderful per- 
formance, which (according to the turn of mind in 
the reader) will either highly excite^ or totally ex- 
tinguish, curiosity. In these works will be abund- 
antly seen, abuse and contempt of the Church of 
England and its ministers; vengeance and virulent 
denunciation against all offenders; scorn for moraUty 
and heathen virtue, with that kind of learning which 
the author possesses, and his peculiar style of com- 
position. A few of the titles placed below will give 
some information to the reader respecting the merit 
and design of those performances*. 
As many of the preacher's subjects are contro- 

* Barbar^ in two parts ; Bond-Child ; Cry of Little Faith ; 
Satan's Lawsuit; Forty Stripes for Satan [ Myrrh and Odour of 
Saints; the Naked Bow of Gpfl; Rule and Riddle; Way and 
Fare for^ Wayfaring Men ; Utility of the Books and Excellency 
of the Parchments ; Correspondence between Noctunj Aurita, 
(the words so separated) and Philomela , &c. 
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verted and nice questions in divinity^ he has some- 
times allowed himself relaxation from the severity of 
study, and fitvoured his admirers with the effects of 
an humbler kind of inspiration, viz. that of the Muse. 
It must be confessed that these flights of fancy are 
very humble, and have nothing of that daring and 
mysterious nature which the prose of the author 
leads us to expect. The Dimensions of eternal LovB 
is a title of one of his more learned productions, with 
which might have been expected (as a fit companion), 
TTie Bounds qfinjinite Grace; but no such work ap- 
pears, and possibly the author considered one attempt 
of this kind was sufficient to prove the extent and 
direction of his abilities. 

Of the whole of this mass of inquiry and decision, 
of denunciation and instruction (could we suppose it 
read by intelligent persons), different opinions would 
probably be formed ; the more indignant and severe 
would condemn the whole as the produce of craft and 
hypocrisy, while the more lenient would allow that 
such things might originate in the wandering imagina- 
tion of a dreaming enthusiast. 

None of my readers will, I trust, do me so much 
injustice as to suppose I have here any other motive 
than a vindication of what I have advanced in the 
verses which describe this kind of character, or that 
I had there any other purpose than to express (what 
I conceive to be) justifiable indignation against the 
assurance, the malignity, and (what is of more import- 
ance) the pernicious influence of such sentiments on 
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the minds of the simple and ignorant, who, if they 
give credit to his relations, must be no more than 
tools and instruments under the control and manage- 
ment of one called to be their AposHe. 

Nothing would be more easy for me, as I have 
observed, than to bring forward quotations such as 
would justify all I have advanced ; but even had I 
room, I cannot tell whether there be not something 
degrading in such kind of attack : the reader might 
smile at those miraculous accounts, but he would 
consider them and the language of the author as be- 
neath his further attention: I therefore once more 
refer him to those pamphlets, which will afford mat- 
ter for pity and for contempt, by which some would 
be amused and others astonished — ^not without sor- 
row, when they* reflect that thousands look up to 
the writer as a man Uterally inspired, to whose 
wants they administer with their substance, and to 
whose guidance they prostrate their spirit and under- 
standing. 

Having been so long detained by this Letter, I 
must not permit my desire of elucidating what may 
seem obscure, or of defending what is liable to mis- 
construction, any further to prevail over a wish for 
brevity, and the fear of giving an air of importance 
to subjects which have perhaps little in themselves. 

The circumstance recorded in the fifth Letter is a 
fact ; although it may appear to many almost incre- 
dible, that, in this cpuntry, and but few years since, 
a close and successful man should be a stranger to 
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the method of increasing money by the loan of it. 
The Minister of the place where the honest Fisher- 
man resided has related to me the apprehension and 
suspicion he witnessed: With trembUng hand and 
dubious look^ the careful man received and surveyed 
the bond given to him ; and, after a sigh or two of 
lingering mistrust^ he placed it in the coffer whence 
he had just before taken his cash; for which^ and for 
whose increase, he now indulged a belief, that it was 
indeed both promise and security. 

If the Letter which treats of Inns should be found 
to contain nothing interesting or uncommon ; if it 
describe things which we behold every day, and some 
which we do not wish to behold at any time ; let it 
be considered that this Letter is one of the shortest, 
and that from a Poem whose subject was a Borough, 
populous and wealthy, these places of public accom- 
modation could not, without some impropriety, be 
excluded. 

I entertain the strongest, because the most rea- 
sonable hope, that no liberal practitioner in the Law 
will be offended by the notice taken of dishonourable 
and crafty attorneys. The increfksed difficulty of 
entering into the profession will in time render it 
much more free than it now is, from those who dis- 
grace it; at present such persons remain; and it 
would not be difficult to give instances of neglect, 
ignorance, cruelty, oppression, and chicanery; nor 
are they by any means confined to 'one part of the 
country : quacks and impostors are indeed in every 
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profession, as well with a licence as without one. 
The character and actions otSzvaOow might doubtless 
be contrasted by the delineation of an able and up- 
right SoUcitor ; but this Letter is of sufficient length, 
and such persons, without question, are already 
known to my readers. 

When I observe, under the article Physic, that the 
young and -less experienced physician will write ra- 
ther with a view of making himself known, than to 
investigate and publish some useful fact, I would not 
be thought to extend this remark to all the publica- 
tions of such men. I could point out a work, con- 
taining experiments the most judicious, and conclu- 
sions the most interesting, made by a gentleman, then 
young, which would have given just celebrity to a man 
after long practice. The observation is nevertheless 
generally true : many opinions have been adopted and 
many books written, not that the theory might be 
well defended, but that a young physician might be 
better known. 

If I have in one Letter praised the good^humour 
of a man confessedly too inattentive to business, and, 
in another, if I have written somewhat sarcastically 
of" the brick-floored parlour which the butcher lets ;" 
be credit given to me, that in the one case I had no 
intention to apologize for idleness, nor any design in 
the other to treat with contempt the resources of the 
poor. The good-humour is considered as the con?- 
solation of disappointment, and the room is so men^ 
tioned because the lodger is vain. Most of my readers 
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win perceive this; but I shall be sorry if by any I 
am supposed to make pleas for the vices of men^ or 
treat their wants and infirmities with derision or with 
disdain. 

It is probable^ that reaQy polite people, with culti- 
vated minds and harmonious tempers, may judge my 
description of a Card-club conversation to be highly 
exaggerated, if not totally fictitious ; and I acknow- 
ledge that the club must admit a particular kind of 
members to afford such specimens of acrimony and 
objurgation : yet that such language is spoken, and 
such manners exhibited, is most certain, chiefly among 
those who, being successful in life, without previous 
education, not very nice in their feelings, or very at- 
tentive to improprieties, sit down to game with no. 
other view than that of adding the gain of the even- 
ing to the profits of the day ; whom therefore disap- 
pointment itself makes angry, and, when caused by 
another, resentful and vindictive. 

The Letter on Itinerant Players will to some ap- 
pear too harshly written, their profligacy exaggerated, 
and their distresses magnified ; but though the re- 
spectability of a part of these people may give us a 
more favourable view of the whole body; though 
some actors be sober, and some managers prudent ; 
still there is vice and misery left, more than sufficient 
to justify my description. But if I could find only 
one woman who (passing forty years on many stages, 
and sustaining many principal characters) laments in 
her unrespected old age, that there was no workhouse 
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to which she could legally sue for admission; if I could 
produce only one female, seduced upon the boards^ 
and starved in her lodging, compelled by her poverty 
to sing, and by her sufferings to weep, without any 
prospect but misery, or any -consolation but death ; 
if I could exhibit only one youth who sought refuge 
from parental authority in the licentious freedom of 
a wandering company; yet, with three such examples, 
I should feel myself justified in the account I have 
given : — but such characters and sufferings are com- 
mon, and there are few of these societies which could 
not show members of this description. To some, 
indeed, the life has its satisfactions : they never ex^ 
pected to be free from labour, and their present kind 
they think is light: they have no delicate ideas of 
shame, and therefore duns and hisses give them no 
. other pain than what arises from the fear of not being 
trusted, joined with the apprehension that they may 
have nothing to subsist upon except their credit. 

For the Aims-House itself, its Governors and In* 
habitants, I have not much to offer, in favour of the 
subject or of the characters. One of these. Sir 
Denys Brand, may be considered as too highly placed 
for an author (who seldom ventures above middle- 
life) to delineate; and indeed I had some idea of re- 
serving him for another occasion, where he might 
have appeared with those in his own rank ; but then 
it is most uncertain whether he would ever appear, 
and he has been so many years prepared for the 
public whenever opportunity might offer, that I have 
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at length given him place, and though with his in-> 
feriors, yet as a ruler over them. Of these, one 
(Benbow) may he thought too low and despicable 
to be admitted here ; but he is a Borough-character, 
and, however disgusting in some respects a pic- 
ture may be, it will please some, and be tolerated by 
many, if it can boast that one merit of being a faithful 
likeness* 

Bl(mey9Ji<dL Cldia^ a male and female inhabitant of 
this mansion, are drawn at some length ; and I may 
be thought to have given them attention which they 
do not merit I plead not for the originality, but for 
the truth of the character ; and though it may not be 
very pleasing, it may be useful to delineate (for cer- 
tain minds) these mixtures of levity and vice ; people 
who are thus incurably vain and determinately 
worldly; thus devoted to enjoyment and insensible 
of shame, and so miserably fond of their pleasures, 
that they court even the remembrance with eager so^ 
Ucitation, by conjuring up the ghosts of departed in- 
dulgences with all the aid that memory can afford 
them. These characters demand some attention^ 
because they hold out a warning to that numerous 
class of young people who are too lively to be dis- 
creet; to whom the purpose of life is amusement, and 
who are always in danger of falling into vicious ha- 
,bits, because they have too much activity to be quiet, 
and too little strength to be steady. 

The characters of the Hospital-Directors were 
written many years since, and, so far as I was capable' 
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of judging, are drawn vfith Jidelity. I mention this 
circumstance, that, if any reader should find a differ- 
^ence in the versification or expression, he will be 
thus enabled to account for it. 

The Poor are here almost of necessity introduced, 
for they must be considered, in every place, as a large 
and interesting portion of its inhabitants. I am aware 
of the great difficulty of acquiring just notions on 
the maintenance and management of this class of our 
fellow-subjects, and I forbear to express any opinion 
of the various modes which have been discussed or 
adopted : of one method only I venture to give my 
sentiments, that of collecting the poor of a himdred 
into one building. This admission of a vast number 
of persons, of all ages and both sexes, of very dif- 
ferent inclinations, habits, and capacities, into a so- 
ciety, must, at a first view, I conceive, be looked upon 
as a cause of both vice and misery ; nor does any 
. thing which I have heard or read invalidate the 
opinion ; happily, it is not a prevailing one, as these 
houses are, I believe, still confined to that part of the 
kingdom where they originated. 
> . To this subject follow several Letters describing 
the follies and crimes of persons in lower life, with 
one relation of a happier and more consolatory kind. 
It has been a subject of greater vexation to me than 
«uch trifle ought to be, that I could not, without 
destroying all appearance of arrangement, separate 
these melancholy narratives, and place the fallen 
Clerk in Office at a greater distance from the Clerk 
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of the Parish^ especially as they resembled each other 
in several particulars; both being tempted^ seduced^ 
and wretched. Yet are there, I conceive, consi- 
derable marks of distinction : their guilt is of dif- 
ferent kind; nor would either have committed the 
offence of the other. The Clerk of the Parish could 
break the commandment, but he could not have been 
induced to have disowned an article of that creed for 
which he had so bravely contended, and on which 
he fully relied ; and the upright mind of the Clerk 
in Office would have secured him from being guilty 
of wrong and robbery, though his weak and vacil- 
lating intellect could not preserve him from infidelity 
and profaneness. Their melancholy is nearly alike, 
but not its consequences. Jachin retsdned his belief, 
•and though he hated life, he could never be induced 
to quit it voluntarily; but Abel was driven to termi- 
nate his misery in a* way which the unfixedness of 
his religious opinions rather accelerated than re- 
tarded. I am therefore not without hope that the 
more observant of my readers will perceive many 
marks of discrimination in these characters. 

The Life of EUen Orford, though sufficiently bur- 
thened with error and misfortune, has in it little be* 
sides, which resembles those of the above unhappy 
men, and is still more unlike that of Grimes^ in a sub- 
sequent Letter. There is in this character cheerful- 
ness and resignation, a more uniform piety, and an 
immovable trust in the aid of religion : this, with the 
Jight texture of the introductory part, will, I hope. 
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take off from that idea of sameness which the repeti- 
tion of crimes and disfa^sses is likely to create. The 
character of Grimes^ his obduracy and apparent want 
of feelings his gloomy kind of misanthropy, the pro- 
gress of his madness, and the horrors of his imagina- 
tion, I must leave to the judgment and observation 
of my readers. The mind here exhibited is one un- 
touched by pity, unstung by remorse, and uncor- 
rected* by shame: yet is this hardihood of temper 
and spirit broken by want, disease, solitude, and dis- 
appointment ; and he becomes the victim of a distem- 
pered and horror-stricken fancy. It is evident, there- 
fore, that no feeble vision, no half-visible ghost, not 
the momentary glance of an unbodied being, nor 
the half-audible voice of an invisible one, would be 
created by the continual working$ of distress on a 
mind so depraved and flinty. The ruffian of Mr. 
Scott * has a mind of this nature : he has no shame 
or remorse : but the corrosion of hopeless want, the 
wasting of unabating disease, and the gloom of un- 
varied solitude, will have their effect on every na- 
ture ; and the harder that nature is, and the longer 
time required to work upon it, so much the more 
strong and indelible is the impression. This is all 
the reason I am able to give, why a man of feeling so 
4ull should yet become insane, should be of so hor^ 
rible a nature. 

That a Letter on Prisons should follow those narr 

* Marmion. 
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ratives is unfortunate, but not to be easily avoided. 
I confeM it b not pleasant to be detained so long by 
subjects so repulsive to the feelings of many, as the 
sufferings of mankind : but though I assuredly would 
have altered this arrangement, had I been able to 
have done it by substituting a better, yet am I not of 
opinion that my verses, or indeed the verses of any 
other person, can so represent the evils and dis* 
tresses of life as to make any material impression on 
the mind, and much less any of injurious nature. 
Alas ! sufferings real, evident, continually before us, 
have not effects very serious or lasting, even in the 
minds of the more reflecting and compassionate ; nor 
indeed does it seem right that the pain caused by 
sympathy should serve for more than a stimulus to 
benevolence. If then the strength and solidity of 
truth placed before our eyes have effect so feeble 
and transitory, I need not be very apprehensive that 
my representations of Poor-houses and Prisons, of 
wants and sufferings, however faithfully taken, will 
excite any feelings which can be seriously lamented. 
It has always been held as a salutary exercise of the 
mind, to contemplate the evils and miseries of our 
nature : I am not therefore without hope, that even 
this gloomy subject of Imprisonment, and more espe- 
cially the Dream of the condemned Highwayman, 
will excite in some minds that mingled pity and ab* 
horrence, which, while it is not unpleasant to the 
feelings, is useful in its operation : it ties and binds 
us to all mankind by sensations common to us all. 
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and in some degree connects lis, without degradation, 
even to the most miserable and guilty of our fellow- 
men. 

Our concluding subject is Education ; and some 
attempt is made to describe its various seminaries, 
from that of the Poor Widow, who pronounces the 
alphabet for infants, to seats whence the light of 
learning is shed abroad on the world. If, in this 
Letter, I describe the lives of literary men as embit- 
tered by much evil ; if they be often disappointed, 
and sometimes unfitted for the world they improve ; 
let it be considered that they are described as men 
who possess that great pleasiu'e, the exercise of their 
own talents, and the delight which flows from their 
own exertions : they have joy in their pursuits, and 
glory in their acquirements of knowledge. Their 
•victory over difficulties affords the most rational cause 
of triumph, and the attainment of new ideas leads to 
incalculable riches, such as gratify the glorious avsu- 
rice of aspiring and comprehensive mmds. Here 
then I place the reward of le;arning. — Our Universi- 
ties produce men of the first scholastic attainments, 
who are heirs to large possessions, or descendants 
from noble famiUes. Now, to those so favoured, ta^ 
lents and acquirements are, unquestionably, means of 
arriving at the most elevated and important situations ; 
but these must be the lot of a few : in general, the 
diligence, acuteness, and perseverance of a youth at 
the University, have no other reward than some Col- 
lege honours and emoluments, which they desire to 



xxxri PREFACE. 

exchange, many of them for very moderate incomes 
in the ohscurity of some distant village : so that, in 
stating the reward of an ardent and powerfiil mind 
to consist principally (I might have said entirely) in 
its own views, efforts, and excursions, I place it upon 
a sure foundation, though not one so elevated as the 
more ambitious aspire to. It is surely some encou- 
ragement to a studious man to reflect, that if he 
be disappointed, he cannot be without gratification ; 
and that if he gets but a very humble portion of what 
the world can give, he has a continual fruition of 
unwearying enjoyment, of which it has not power to 
deprive him. 

Long as I have detained the reader, I take leave 
to add a few words on the subject of imitation, or, 
more plainly speaking, borrowing. In the course of 
a long Poem, and more especially of two long ones, 
it is very difficult to avoid a recurrence of the same 
thoughts, and of similar expressions ; and, however 
careful I have been myself in detecting and removing 
these kinds of repetitions, my readers, I question not, 
would, if disposed to seek them, find many remain- 
ing. For these I can only plead that common excuse 
— ^they are the offences of a bad memory, and not ot 
voluntary inattention ; to which I must add the diffi- 
culty (I have already mentioned) of avoiding the 
error : this kind of plagiarism will therefore, I con- 
ceive, be treated with lenity: and of the more criminal 
kind, borrowing from others, I plead, with much con- 
fidence, " not guilty." But while I claim exemption 



PREFACIjI. ^xxvii 

from guilt, I do not affirm that much of sentiment 
and much of expression may not be detected in the 
vast collection of English poetry : it is sufficient for 
an author, that he uses not the words or ideas of 
another without acknowledgment, and this, and no 
more than this, I mean, by disclaiming debts of the 
kind ; yet resemblances are sometimes so very striking, 
that it requires faith in a reader to admit they were 
undesigned. A line in the second Letter, 

" And monuments themselves memorials need^" 

was written long before the author, in an accidental 
recourse to Juvenal, read — 

^' Quandoquidem data simt ipsis quoque fata sepulchris." 

Sat. X. 1. 146. 

«ind for this I believe the reader will readily give me 
credit. But there is another apparent imitation in 
the life of Blaney (Letter xiv), a simile of so parti- 
cular a kind, that its occurrence to two writers at the 
same time must appear as an extraordinary event; 
for this reason I once determined to exclude it from 
the relation ; but, as it was truly unborrowed, and 
suited the place in which it stood, this seemed, on 
after-consideration, to be an act of cowardice, and 
the lines are therefore printed as they were written 
about two months before the very same thought (pro- 
saically drest) appeared in a periodit;al ^work of the 
last summer. It is highly probable, in these cases, 
that both may derive the idea from a forgotten but 
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common source ; and in this way I must entreat the 
reader to do me justice^ by accounting for other such 
resemblances, should any be detected. 

I know not whether to some readers the placing 
two or three Latin quotations to a Letter may not 
appear pedantic and ostentatious, while both they 
and the English ones may be thought unnecessary. 
For the necessity I have not much to advance ; but 
if they be allowable (and certainly the best writers 
have adopted them), then, where two or three dif- 
ferent subjects occur, so many of these mottoes seem 
to be required : nor will a charge of pedantry remain, 
when it is considered that these things are generally 
taken from some books familiar to the school-boy, 
and the selecting them is facilitated by the use of a 
book of common-place : yet, with this help, the task 
of motto-hunting has been so unpleasant to me, that 
I have in various instances given up the quotation I 
was in pursuit of, and substituted such English verse 
or prose as I could find or invent for my purpose. 
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These did the ruler of the deep ordain. 

To build proud nftvies, and to rule the main. 

Pop^s Homer*t Iliad, book vi. line 45. 

Such scenes has Deptfbrd, navy-building town, 
Woolwich and Wapping, smelling strong of pitch ; 

Such Lambeth, envy of each band and gown. 
And Twickenham such, which fairer scenes enrich. 

Pope^t Itnitatum of Spenser, 

• • • • £t cum codestibus undis 

^quoreae miscentur aqus : caret ignibus aether, 
Cecaque noz premitur tenebris hiepiisque suisque ; 
Discutient tamen has, pnebentque micantia lumen 
Fulmina : fulmineis aidescunt ignibus undas. 

OvitU Metamorph, lib. xi. ver. 620. 
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Describe the Borough'' — though our idle tribe 
May love description, can we so describe, 
That you shall fairly streets and buildings trace, 
And all that gives distinction to a place ? 
This cannot be ; yet, moved by your request, 
A part I psunt — ^let fancy form the rest. 

Cities and towns, the various haunts of men, 
Require the pencil ; they defy the pen : 
Could he, who sang so well the Grecian fleet, 
So well have sung of alley, lane, or street ? 
Can measured lines these various buildings show, 
The Town-Hall Turning, or the Prospect Row ? 
Can I the seats of wealth and want explore. 
And lengthen out my lays from door to door ? 

B 2 
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Then let thy fancy aid me — I repair 
From this tall manaon of our last-year'^s mayor. 
Till we the outskirts of the Borough reach, 
And these half-buried buildings next the beach ; 
Where hang at open doors the net and cork. 
While squalid sea-dames mend the meshy work ; 
Till comes the hour, when fishing through the tide. 
The weaiy husband throws his freight aside ; 
A Uving mass, which now demands the wife, 
Th** alternate labours of their humble life. 

Can scenes like these withdraw thee from thy wood. 
Thy upland forest or thy valley''s flood ? 
Seek then thy garden'^s shrubby boimd, and look. 
As it steals by, upon the bordering brook ; 
That winding streamlet, limpid, lingering, slow. 
Where the reeds whisper when the zephyrs blow ; 
Where in the midst, upon her throne of green. 
Sits the large lily (^) as the water's queen ; 
And makes the current, forced awhile to stay. 
Murmur and bubble as it shoots away ; 
Draw then the strongest contrast to that stream. 
And our broad river will before thee seem. 

With ceaseless motion comes and goes the tide. 
Flowing, it fills the channel vast and wide ; 
Then back to sea, with strong majestic sweep 
It rolls, in ebb yet terrible and deep ; 
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Here sampire-banks ^o) and salt-wort <') bound the flood, 
There stakes and sea-weeds withering on the mud ; 
And higher up, a ridge of all things base, 
Which some strong tide has rolled upon the place. 

Thy gentle river boasts its pigmy boat, 
Urged on by pains, half grounded, half afloat ; 
While at her stem an angler takes his stand. 
And marks the fish he purposes to land ; 
From that dear space, where, in the cheerful ray 
Of the warm sun, the scaly people play. 

Far other craft our prouder river shows. 
Hoys, pinks and sloops ; brigs, brigantines and snows : 
Nor angler we on our wide stream descry. 
But one poor dredger where his oysters lie : 
He, cold and wet, and driving with the tide. 
Beats his weak arms against his tarry side. 
Then drains the remnant of diluted gin. 
To aid the warmth that languishes within ; 
Renewing oft his poor attempts to beat 
His tingling fingers into gathering heat. 

He shall again be seen when evening comes, 
And social parties crowd their favourite rooms : 
Where on the table pipes and papers lie. 
The steaming bowl or foaming tankard by ; 
^Tis then, with all these comforts spread around. 
They hear the painful dredger^s welcome sound; 
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And few themselves the savoury boon deny, 
The food that feeds, the living luxury. 

Yon is our quay ! those smaller hoys from town. 
Its various wares, for country-use, bring down ; 
Those laden waggons, in return, impart 
The country-produce to the city mart ; 
Hark ! to the clamour in that miry road. 
Bounded and narrowed by yon vessels* load ; 
The lumbering wealth she empties round the place. 
Package, and parcel, hogshead, chest, and case : 
While the loud seaman and the Angry hind. 
Mingling in business, bellow to the wind. 

Near these a crew amphibious, in the docks. 
Rear, for the sea, those castles on the stocks : 
See ! the long keel, which soon the waves must hide ; 
See ! the strong ribs which fonn the roomy side ; 
Bolts yielding slowly to the sturdiest stroke. 
And planks <^> which curve and crackle in the smoke. 
Around the whole rise cloudy wreaths, and far 
Bear the warm pungence of o'*er-boiling tar. 

Dabbling on shore half-naked sear-boys crowd. 
Swim round a ship, or swing upon the shroud; 
Or in a boat purloined, with paddles play. 
And grow familiar with the watery way : 
Young though they be, they feel whose sons they are. 
They know what British seamen do and dare ; 
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Proud of that fame, they raise and they enjoy 
The rustic wonder of the village-boy. 

Before you bid these busy scenes adieu, 
Behold the wealth that lies in public view. 
Those far-extended heaps of coal and coke. 
Where fresh-fiU'^d lime-kilns breathe their stifling smoke. 
This shall pass off, and you behold, instead, 
The night-fire gleaming on its chalky bed; 
When from the light-house brighter beams will rise. 
To show the shipman where the shallow lies. 

Thy walks are ever pleasant ; every scene 

Is rich in beauty, lively, or .serene 

Rich — ^is that varied view with woods around. 
Seen from the seat, within the shrubVry bound ; 
Where shines the distant lake, and where appear 
From ruins bolting, unmolested deer ; 
Lively — the village-green, the inn, the place. 
Where the good widow schools her infant race. 
Shops, whence are heard the hamma: and the saw. 
And village-pleasures unreproved by law ; 
Then how serene ! when in your favourite room. 
Gales from your jasmines soothe the evening gloom; 
When from your upland paddock you look down. 
And just perceive the smoke which hides the town ; 
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When weary peasants at the close of day 

Walk to their cots, and part upon the way ; 

When cattle slowly cross the shallow brook, 

And shepherds pen thdr folds, and rest upon thdr crook. 

We prune our hedges, prime our slender trees^ 
And nothing looks untutored and at ease ; 
On the wide heath, or in the flow'ry vale. 
We scent the vapours of the sea-bom gale ; 
Broad-beaten paths lead on from stile to stile. 
And sewers from streets, the road-side banks defile ; 
Our guarded fields a sense of danger show. 
Where garden-crc^s with com and clover grow ; 
Fences are form'*d of wreck and placed around, 
(With tenters tippM) a strong repulsive bound ; 
Wide and deep ditches by the. gardens run. 
And there in ambush lie the trap and gun ; . 
Or yon broad board, which guards each temptmg prize, 
^^ Like a tall buUy, lifts its head and lies.^ 

There stands a cottage with an open door. 
Its garden undefended blooms before : 
Her wheel is still, and overturned her stool, 
While the lone widow seeks the neighboring pool : 
This gives us hope, all views of town to shun — 
No ! here are tokens of the sailor-son ; 
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That old blue jacket, and that shirt of check. 
And siljLen kerchief for the seaman''s neck ; 
Sea-spoils and shells from many a distant shore. 
And furry robe from frozen Labrador. 

Our busy streets and sylvan-walks between. 
Fen, marshes, bog and heath all intervene ; 
Here pits of crag, with spongy, plashy base. 
To some enrich th^ uncultivated space: 
For there are blossoms rare, and curious rush. 
The gale^s rich balm, and sun-dew'^s crimson blush. 
Whose velvet leaf with radiant beauty dressed. 
Forms a gay pillow for the plover''s breast 

Not distant far, a house commodious made, 
(Lonely yet public stands) for Sunday-trade ; 
Thither, for this day free, gay parties go. 
Their tea-house walk, their tippling rendezvous ; 
There humble couples sit in comer-bowers. 
Or gaily ramble for th^ allotted hours ; 
Sailors and lasses from the town attend. 
The servant-lover, the apprentice-friend ; 
With all the idle social tribes who seek. 
And find their humble pleasures once a week. 

Turn to the watery world ! — ^but who to thee 
(A wonder yet imview'^d) shall paint — the sea? 
Various and vast, sublime in all its forms. 
When lull'^d by zeph3nrs, or when roused by storms, 
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Its colours changing, when from clouds and sun 

Shades after shades upon the surface run ; 

Embrowned and horrid now, and now serene. 

In limpid blue, and evanescent green ; 

And oft the foggy banks on ocean lie, 

Lift the fair sail, and cheat th' experienced eye.'^^ 

Be it the summer-noon : a sandy space 
The ebbing tide has left upon its place ; 
TThen just the hot and stony beach above. 
Light twinkling streams in bright confiirion move ; 
(For heated thus, the warmer air ascends. 
And with the cooler in its fall contends)-— 
Then the broad bosom of the ocean keeps 
An equal motion ; sweUing as it sleeps, 
Then slowly sinking ; curhng to the strand, 
Faint, lazy waves o^ercreep the ridgy sand. 
Or tap the tarry boat with gentle blow. 
And back return in silence, smooth and slow. 
Ships in the calm seem anchored ; for they glide 
On the stiU sea, urged solely by the tide ; 
Art thou not present, this calm scene before. 
Where all beside is pebbly length of shore. 
And far as eye can reach, it can discern no more ? 

Yet sometimes comes a ruiHing doud to make 
The quiet surface of the ocean shake ; 
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As an awaken^'d giant with a frown 

Might show his wrath, and then to sleep sink down. 

View now the winter-storm ! above, one cloud, 
Black and unbroken, all the skies o^ershroud ; 
Th** unwieldy porpoise through the day before 
Had rolled in view of boding men on shore ; 
And sometimes hid and sometimes showed his form, 
Dadk as the cloud, and furious as the storm. 

All where the eye delights, yet dreads to roam, . 
The breaking billows cast the flying foam 
Upon the billows rising — all the deep 
Is restless change ; the waves so swelPd and steep, 
Breaking and sinking, and the sunken swells. 
Nor one, one moment, in its station dwells : 
But nearer land you may the billows trace. 
As if contending in their watery chase ; 
May watch the mightiest till the shoal they reach, 
Theji break and hurry to their nitmost stretch ; 
CurFd as they come, they strike. with furious force. 
And then re-flowing, take their grating course. 
Raking the rounded flints, which ages past 
Roll^'d by their rage, and shall to ages last. 

Far off the petrel in the troubled way 
Swims with her brood, or flutters in the spray ; 
She rises often, often drops again. 
And sports at ease on the tempestuous main. 
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High o'^er the restless deep, above the reach 
Of gunner^s hope, vast flights of wild-ducks stretch ; 
Par as the eye can glance on either side. 
In a broad space and level line they glide ; 
All in their wedge-like figures from the north. 
Day after day, flight after flight, go forth. 

In-shore their passage tribes of seargulls urge, 
And drop for prey within the sweeping surge ; 
Oft in the rough oppoong blast they fly 
Far back, then turn, and all thdr force apply, 
While to the storm they give their weak complaining cry ; 
Or dap the sleek white pinion to the breast. 
And in the restless ocean dip for rest. 

'Darkness begins to reign ; the louder wind 
Appals the weak and awes the firmer mind ; 
But frights not him, whom evening and the spray 
In part conceal — ^yon prowler on his way : 
Lo ! he has something seen ; he runs apace. 
As if he fearM companion in the chase; 
He sees his prize, and now he turns again, 
Slowly and sorrowing—** Was your search in vain ?"" 
Gruffly he answers, ** 'Tis a sorry sight ! 
** A seaman'^s body : there'll be more to-night r 

Hark ! to those sounds ! they Ve {rom distress at sea: 
How quick they come I What terrors may there be ! 
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Yes, "'tis a driven vessel : I discern 

Lights^ signs of terror^ gleaming from the stem ; 

Others behold them too, and from the town 

In various parties seamen hurry down ; 

Their wives pursue, and damsels urged by dread. 

Lest men so dear be into danger led ; 

Their head the gown has hooded,* and their call 

In this sad night is piercing like the squall ; 

They feel their kinds of power, and when they meet. 

Chide, fondle, weep, dare, threaten, or entreat 

See one poor girl, all terror and alarm, 
Has fondly seized upon her lover^'s arm ; 
" Thou shalt not venture ;'' and he answers ** No ! 
" I will not^ — still she cries, " Thou shalt not go.'' 

No need. of this ; not here the stoutest boat 
Can through such breakers, o'er such billows float ; 
Yet may they view these lights upon the beach. 
Which yield them hope, whom help can never reach. 
From parted clouds the moon her radiance throws 
On the wild waves, and all the danger shows ; 
But shows them beaming in her shining vest. 
Terrific splendour ! gloom in glory dress'd ! 
This for a moment, and then clouds again 
Hide every beam, and fear and darkness reign. 

But hear we now those sounds ? Do lights appear ? 
I see them not ! the storm alone I hear : 
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And lo ! the sailors homeward take their way ; 
Man must endure — let us submit and pray. 

Such are our winter-views ; but night comes on — 
Now business sleeps, and daily cares are gone ; 
Now parties form, and some their friends assist 
To waste the idle hours at sober whist ; 
The tavem^s pleasure or the concert'^s charm 
Unnumber'^d moments of their sting disarm ; 
Play-bills and open doors a crowd invite, 
To pass off one dread portion of the night ; 
And show and song and luxiury combined, 
Lift off from man this burthen of mankind. 

Others adventVous walk abroad and meet 
Returning parties pacing through the street ; 
When various voices, in the dying day, 
Hum in our walks, and greet us in our way ; 
When tavern-lights flit on from room to room. 
And guide the tippling sailor staggering home : 
There as we pass, the jingling bells betray 
How; business rises with the closing day : 
Now walking silent, by the river''s side. 
The ear perceives the rippling of the tide ; 
Or measured cadence of the lads who tow 
Some enter'^d hoy, to fix her in her row ; 
Or hollow sound, which from the parish-bell 
To some departed spirit bids farewell ! 



/ 
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Thus shall you something of our Borough know. 
Far as a verse, with Fancy'*s aid, can show ; 
Of sea or river, of a quay or street. 
The best description must be incomplete ; 
But when a happier theme suceeds, and when 
Men are our subjects and the deeds of men ; 
Then may we find the Muse in happier style. 
And we may sometimes sigh and sometimes smiler 
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Note 1^ page 4>, line 18. 
Sits the large lUy as the water s queen. 
The white water-lily. Nymphaea alba- 
Note 2, page 5, line 1 . 
. Sampire^hanks. 
The jointed glasswort. Salicornia is here meant^ not the 
true sampire^ the crithmum maritimum. 

Note S, page 5, line 1. 
Salt-^wort. 
The salsola of botanists. 

Note 4^ page 6, line 18. 

And planks which curve and crackle in the smoke. 

The curvature of .planks for the sides of a ship^ &c. is^ I am 

informed^ now generally made by the power of steam. Fire 

is nevertheless still used for boats and vessels of the smaller 

kind. 

Note 5, page 10^ lines 5 and 6. 
And oft the foggy banks on ocean lie, 
Lift the fair sail, and cheat th* ejpperienced eye. 
Of the effect of these mists^ known by the name of fog- 
lianks^ wonderful and indeed incredible relations are given; 
but their property of appearing to elevate ships at sea^ and^ to 
bring them in view, is, I believe, generally acknowledged. 
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THE CHURCH. 

i 

• • • • Festinat enixn decorrere yelox 
Flosculus anguitae miseneque brevissima vitae 
Portio ! dum bibimusi dum serta, unguenta, puellas 
Pofidmus, obrepit non intdlecta senectus* 

Juvettal, Satir. ix. lin. 1 26. 

And when at last thy love shall die, 

Wilt thou receive his parting breath ? 
Wilt thou repress each stru^ling sigh, 

And cheer with smiles the bed of death ? 

Percy, 



c2 



'A 



Several Meanings of the word Church — The Building so called, 
here intended — Its Antiquity and Grandeur — G)lumns and 
Ailes — The Tower : the Stains made by Time compared with 
the mock Antiquity of the Artist — Progress of Vegetation 
on such Buildings— Bells — Tombs: one in decay — Mural 
Monuments, and the Nature of their Inscriptions — An 
Instance in a departed Burgess^^Churchyard Graves — 
Mourners for the Dead — ^A Story of a betrothed Pair in 
humble Life, and Effects of Grief in the Survivor. 
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LETTER II. 
THE CHURCH. 

" What is a Church ?''— Let Truth and Reason speak, 
ITiey would rejfly, " The faithful, pure, and meek ; 
^* From Christian folds, the one selected race. 

Of all professions, and in every place."" 

" What is a Church P''— " A flock," our vicar cries, 

Whom bishops govern and whom priests advise ; 
'* Wherein are various states and due degrees, 
^^ The bench for honour, and the stall for ease ; 
** That ease be mine, which, after all his cares, 
" The jHous, peaceful prebendary shares." 

" What is a Church ?" — Our honest sexton tells, 
^^ ^Tis a tall building, with a tower and bells ; 
** Where priest and clerk with joint exertion strive 

To keep the ardour of their flock alive ; 
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** That, by his periods eloquent and grave ; 
^* This, by responses, and a well-set stave : 
** These for the living ; but when life be fled, 
'^ I toll myself the requiem for the dead."" 

^Tis to this Church I call thee, and that place 
Where slept our fathers when they ''d run their race : 
We too shall rest, and then our children keep 
Their road in life, and then, forgotten, sleep ; 
Meanwhile the building slowly falls away, 
And, Uke the builders, will in time decay. 

The old foundation — ^but it is not clear 
When it was laid — ^you care not for the year ; 
On this, as parts decay''d by time and storms. 
Arose these various disproportion''d forms ; 
Yet Gk>thic, all the leam''d who vi^t us 
(And our small wonders) have decided thus : 
*^ Yon noble Gothic arch,'' " That Gothic door;** 
So have they said ; of proof you'U need no more. 

Here large plain columns rise in solemn style, 
You'd love the gloom they make in either aile ; 
When the sun's rays, enfeebled as they pass 
(And shorn of splendour) through the storied glass. 
Faintly display the figures on the floor, 
Which pleased distinctly in their place before. 

But ere you enter, yon bold tower siu^ey. 
Tall and entire, and venerably gray. 




LET. II. THE CHUECH. 23 

For time has softened what was harsh when new. 
And now the stains are all of sdber hue ; 
The living stains which Nature^s hand alone> 
Profuse of life, pours forth upon the stone ; 
Por ever growing ; where the common eye 
Can but the bare and rocky bed descry : 
There Science loves to trace her tribes minute> 
The juiceless foliage, and the tasteless fruit ; 
There she perceives them round the surface creep, 
And while they meet, their dne distinction keep; 
Mix^d but not blended; each its name retains. 
And these are Natcure^s ever-during steins. 

And wouldst thou, artist 1 with thy tints and brush, 
Form shades like these ? Pretender, where thy Uush ? 
In three short hours shall thy presuming hand 
Th^ effect of three slow centuries commands <^^ 
Thou may^st thy various greens and grays contrive, 
They are not lichens, ncwr like aught alive ; — 
But yet proceed, and when thy tints are lost. 
Fled in the shower, or crumbled by the frost; 
When all thy work is done away as clean 
As if thou never spread'st thy gray and green; 
Then may V thou see how Nature^s work is done, 
How slcywly true she lays her colours on ; 
When her least speck upon the hardest flint 
Haa mark and form apd is a living tint; 
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And BO embodied with the rock, that few 

Can the sntall gena upcm the subetance view. <" ' 

Seeds, to our eye inviable, will find 
On the rude rock the bed that fits their kind; 
There, in the rugged soil, thej safdy dwell. 
Till showers and snows the subtle atoms swell. 
And spread tK endming foUage ; — then we trace 
The freckled flower upon the flinty base ; 
These all increase, till in unnoticed years 
The stopy tower as gray <rith age ^qiears ; 
With coats of v^etatkm, thinly spread. 
Coat above coat, the living on the dead : 
These then dissolve to dust, and make a way 
' For bolder foliage, nursed by their decay : 
The long-enduiing ferns in time will all 
Die and depose their dust upon the wall ; 
Where the wing'd seed may rest, till many a flower 
Show Flora's uiumph o'er the falfing lower- 
But ours yet stands, and has its bells renown'd 
For aze magniflcent and solemn sound ; 
Each has its motto : some contrived to tell. 
In monkish rhjrme, the uses of a bell ; (^' 
Such woud'rous good, as few conceive could spring 
Frwn ten loud coppers when their clappers swing. 
Entered the Church ; we to a tomb proceed, 
Whose names and titles few attempt to read ; 



LET. 11. THE CHURCH. 25 

Old English letters, and those half pick'^d out. 
Leave us, unskilful readers, much in doubt; 
Our sons shall see its more degraded state ; 
The tomb of grandeur hastens to its fate ; 
That marble arch, our sexton^s favourite show. 
With all those ruffed and painted pairs below ; 
The noUe lady and the lord who rest 
Supine, as courtly dame and warrior dressed ; 
All are departed from their state sublime. 
Mangled and wounded in their war with time 
Colleagued with mischief; here a leg is fled, 
And lo ! the baron with but half a head ; 
Midway is deft the arch ; the very base 
Is battered round and shifted from its place. 

Wonder not, mortal, at thy quick decay-— 
See ! men of marble piece-meal melt away ; 
When whose the image we no longer read. 
But monuments themselves memorials need. ^^^ 

With few such stately proofs of grief or pride 
By wealth erected, is our Church supplied ; 
But we have mural tablets, every size. 
That wo coidd wish, or vanity devise. 

Death levels man, — the wicked and the just. 
The wise, the weak, lie blended in the dust ; 
And by the honoui*s dealt to every name. 
The king of terrors seems to level fame. ' 
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! here lamented wives, and every wife 
The pride and comfort of her husband'^s life; 
Here, to her spoiue, with every virtue graced. 
His mournful widow has a trqphy placed; 
And here ^tis doubtful if the duteous son. 
Or the good father, be in praise outdone. 

This may be nature ; when our friends we lose. 
Our altered feelings alter too our views ; 
What in their tempers teased us or distressed. 
Is, with our anger and the dead, at rest ; 
And much we grieve, no longer trial made, , 
For that impatience which we then displayed ; 
Now to their love and worth of every kind 
A soft compunction turns th^ afflicted mind ; 
Virtues neglected then, adored become, 
And graces slighted, blossom on the tomb. 

'Tis well ; but let not love nor grief believe 
That we assent (who neither loved nor grieVe) 
To all that praise which on the tomb is read, 
To all that passion dictates for the dead ; 
But more indignant, we the tomb deride, 
Whose bold inscription flattery sells to pride. 

Read of this Burgess— on the stone appear 
How worthy he K how virtuous ! and how dear ! 
What wailing was there when his spirit fled. 
How moum''d his lady for her lord when dead, 
And tears abundant through the town were shed ; 
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See ! he was liberal, kind, religious, wise, 
And free frx)m all disgrace and all disguise ; 
His sterling worth, which words cannot express, 
Lives with his friends, their pride and their distress. 

All this of Jacob Holmes ? for his the name ; 
He thus kind, Uberal, just, religious ? — shame ! 
What is the truth ? Old Jacob married thrice ; 
He dealt in coals, and av'^rice was his vice ; 
He ruled the Borough when his year came on. 
And some forget, and some are glad he'^s gone ; 
For never yet with shilling could he part. 
But when it left his hand, it struck his heart. 

Yet, here will love its last attentions pay. 
And place memorials on these beds of clay. 
Large level stones lie flat upon the grave, 
And half a century'*s sun and tempest brave ; 
But many an honest tear and heartfelt sigh 
Have followed those who now unnoticed lie ; 
Of these what numbers rest on every side ! 
Without one token left by grief or pride ; 
Their graves soon levelled to the earth, and then 
Will other hillocks rise o'er other men ; 
Daily the dead on the decays are thrust. 
And generations follow, " dust to dust.**' 

Yes ! there are real mourners — I have seen 
A fair, sad girl, mild, sufiering, and serene ; 
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AttenticHi (through the day) her duties claimed, 

And to be usrful as resigned she aim'^d : 

Neatly she dressed, nor vainly seemed t"* expect 

Pity for grief, <h* pardon for neglect ; 

But when her wearied paroits sunk to sleep, 

She sought her place to meditate and weep : 

Then to her mind was all the past displayed. 

That faithful memory brings to sorrow^'s aid : 

For then she thought on one r^retted youth. 

Her tender trust, and his unquestioned truth ; 

In ev^ry place she wanderM, where they'^d been. 

And sadly-sacred held the parting-scene ; 

Where last for sea he took* his leave — ^that place 

With double interest would she nightly trace ; 

For long the courtship was, and he would say. 

Each time he sail''d, — ** This once, and then the day :^ 

Yet prudence tarried, but when last he went. 

He drew from pitying love a full consent. 

Happy he sailed, and great the care she took. 
That he should softly sleep, and smartly look ; 
White was his better lineo, and his check 
Was made more trim than any on the deck ; 
And every comfort men at sea can know 
Was hers to buy, to make, and to bestow : 
For he to Greenland sailM, and much she told. 
How he should guard against the climate'*s cold ; 
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Yet saw not danger ; dangers he'^d withstood, 
Nor could she trace the fever in his blood : 
His messmates smiled at flushings in his cheek , 
And he too smiled, but seldom would he speak ; 
For now he found the danger, felt the pain, 
With grievous symptoms he could not explain ; 
Hope was awaken''d, as for home he saiPd, 
But quickly sank, and never more prevailed. 

He call'^d his friend, and prefaced with a sigh 
A lover'*s message — " Thomas, I must die : 
** Would I could see my Sally, and could rest 

My throbbing temples on her faithful breast, 

And gazing go ! — ^if not, this trifle take, 

And say, till death I wore it for Iier sake ; * 
" Yes ! I must die — ^blow on, sweet breeze, blow on ! 

Give me one look, before my life be gone, 

Oh ! give me that, and let me not despair, 
" One last fond look — and now repeat the prayer.*" 

He had his wish, had more ; I will not paint 
The lovers^** meeting : she beheld him faint, — 
With tender fears, she took a nearer view, 
Her terrors doubling as her hopes withdrew ; 
He tried to smile, and, half succeeding, said, 
" Yes ! I must die ;'' and hope for ever fled. 

Still long she nursed him : ten<kr thoughts meantime 
Were interchanged, and hopes and views sublime. 
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To her he came to die, and every day 
She took some portion, of the dread away ; 
With him she prayed, to him his Bible read, 
Soothed the faint heart, and held the aching head : 
She came with smiles the hour of pain to cheer; 
Apart she ^h^d ; alone, she shed the tear ; 
Then, as if breaking from a cloud, she gave 
Fresh light, and gilt the prospect of the grave. 
One day he Ughter seemM, and they forgot 
The care, the dread, the anguish of thdr lot; 
They spoke with cheerfulness, and seem'^d to think. 
Yet said not so — " Perhaps he will not sink :'*' 
A sudden brightness in his look appeared, 
A sudden vigour in his voice was heard ; — 
She had been reading in the Book of Prayer, 
And led him forth, and placed him in his chair; 
Lively he seemM, and spoke of all he knew, 
The friendly many, and the favourite few ; 
Nor one that day did he to mind recall . 
But she has treasured, and she loves them all ; 
When in her way she meets them, they appear 
Peculiar people— death has made them dear. 
He named his friend, but then his hand she pressed. 
And fondly whisperM, " Thou must go to rest ;*" 
^^ I go,^ he said ; but as he spoke, she found 
His hand more cold, and fluttering was the sound ! 
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Then gazed oSrighten^d ; but she caught a last, 
A djring look of love, — and all was past ! 

She placed a decent stone his grave above, 
Neady engraved — an oflFering of her love ; 
For that she wrought, for that forsook her bed. 
Awake alike to duty and the dead ; 
She would have grieved, had friends presumed to spare 
The least assistance — ^was her proper care. 

Here will she come, and on the grave will sit. 
Folding her arms, in long abstracted fit ; 
But if observer pass, will take her round. 
And careless seem, for she would not be found ; 
n^hen go again, and thus her hour employ. 
While visions please her, and while woes destroy. 

Forbear, sweet maid ! nor be by fancy led. 
To hold mysterious converse with the dead ; 
For sure at length thy thou^ts, thy spirits pain> 
In this sad conflict will disturb thy brain ; 
All have their tasks and trials ; thine are hard^ 
But short the time, and glorious the reward ; 
Thy patient spirit to thy duties give. 
Regard the dead^ but to the living live*^*^ 
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Note 1, page 23, lines 15 and 16. 

/» three short hours shall thy presuming hand 
TK effect of three slow centuries command? 

If it should be objected^ that centuries are not slower than 
hours^ because the speed of time must be uniform^ I would 
answer^ that I understand so mut^^ and mean that they are 
slower in no other sense^ than because they are not finished so 
soon. 

Note 2, page 24^ line 2. 
Can the small germ upon the substance view. 

This kind of vegetation^ as it begins upon siliceous stones> 
is very thin, and frequently not to be distinguished from the 
surface of the flint. The byssus jolithujs of Linnaeus (lepraria 
jolithus of the present system)^ an adhesive carmine crust on 
rocks and old buildings^ was^ even by .^scientific persons^ taken 
for the substance on which it spread. A great variety of these 
minute vegetables are to be found in some parts of the coast' 
where the beach^ formed of stones of various kinds^ is un- 
disturbed, and exposed to every change of weather ; in this 
situation^ the different species of lichen^ in their different stages 
of growth^ have an appearance interesting and agreeable even 
to those who are ignorant of^ and indiffe^nt to the cause. 
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Note 3, page 24^ lines SI and 22. 

Each has its motto : some contrived to tell. 
In monkish rhyme^ the juses of a bell* 

' The several purposes for which bells are used are expressed 
in two Latin verses of this kind. 

Note 4^ page 25^ line 18. 

But monuments themselves memorials need. 

Quatidoquidem data sunt ipsis quoque fata sepulchris. 

Juvenal. Sat. x. 1. 1^^. 

Note 5, page 31^ last line. 

Regard the dead, but to the living- live* 

It has been observed to me^ that in the first part of the story 
I have represented this young woman as resigned and attentive 
to her duties ; from which it should appear that the concluding 
advice is unnecessary ; . but if the reader will construe the ex- 
pression '' to the living live," into the sense — ^live entirely for 
them, attend to duties only which are real, and not those im- 
posed by the imagination, I shall have no need to alter the 
line which terminates the story. 



THE BOROUGH. 



LETTER III. 
THE VICAR— THE CURATE, ^c 



And telling me the sov*reign*st thing on earth 
Was parmadty for an inward bruise. 

Shakipeare, — Henry IV. Part I. Act 1. 

So gentle, yet so brisk, so wond*rou8 sweet. 
So fit to prattle at a lady*8 feeL 

ChurcUlL 

Much are the precious hours of youth miqient 
In climbing learning's ragged, steep ascent : 
When to the top the bold adventurer's got. 
He rdgna vain monarch of a barren spot ; 
While in the vale of ignorance below. 
Folly and vice to rank luxuriance grow ; ■ 
Honours and wealth pour in on every side. 
And proud preferment rolls her golden tide. 

ChurcUXL 
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ricjR. 

The lately departed Minister of the Borough — His soothing 
and' supplicatory Manners — His cool and timid Affections 
•^No Praise due to such negative Virtue — Address to Cha- 
racters of this Kind — The Vicar's Employments— His Talents 
and moderate Ambition — His Dislike of Innovation — His 
mild but ineffectual Benevolence— -A Summary of his Cha- 
racter. 

CURATE. 

Mode of paying the Borough-Minister*— The Curate has no 
such Resources — His Learning and Poverty — Erroneous 
Idea of his Parent — His Feelings as a Husband and Father 
—The dutiful Regard of his numerous Family — His Plea- 
sure as a Writer^ how interrupted— No Resource in the 
Press — Vulgar Insult — His Account of a* Literary Society^ 
and a Fund for the Relief of indigent Authors, &c. 
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THE VICAR— THE CURATE, ^c. 

Where ends our chancel in a vaulted space. 
Sleep the departed vicars of the place ; 
Of most, all mention, memory, thought are past- 
But take a slight memorial of the last 

To what famed college we our Vicar owe, 
To what fair county, let historians show : 
Few now remember when the mild young man, 
Ruddy and fair, his Sunday-task began ; 
Few live to speak of that soft soothing look 
He cast around, as he prepared his book ; 
It was a kind of supplicating smile. 
But nothing hopeless of applause, the while ; 
And when he finished, his corrected pride 
Felt the desert, and yet the praise denied. 
Thus he his race began, and to the end 
His constant care was, no man to offend ; 



88 THE VICAB. LET. III. 

No haughty virtues stirr'^d his p^ceful mind, 
Nor urged the priest to leave the flock behind ; 
He was his Master''s soldier, but not one 
To lead an army of his martyrs on : 
Fear was his ruling pasaon ; yet was love, 
Of timid kind, once known his heart to move ; 
It led his patient spirit where it paid 
Its languid ofierings to a Ustening maid ; 
She, with her widowM mother, heard him speak. 
And sought awhile to find what he would seek : 
Smiling he came, he smiled when he withdrew. 
And paid the game attention to the two ; 
Meeting and parting without joy or pain. 
He seem'^d to come that he might go again. 
The wondering girl, no p-ude, but something nice^ 
At length was chill'*d by his uimielting ice ; 
She found her tortoise held such sluggish pace. 
That she must turn and meet him in the chase : 
This not approving, she withdrew till one 
Came who appeared with livelier hope to run ; 
Who sought a readier way the heart to move. 
Than by faint dalliance of unfixing, love. 
Accuse me not that I approving paint 
Impatient hope or love without restraint ; 
Or think the passions, a tumultuous throng. 
Strong as they are, ungovernably strong : 
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But is the laurel to the soldier due, 
Who cautious comes not into danorer^s view ? 
What worth has virtue by desire untried. 
When Nature's self enlists on duty's side ? 

The married dame in vaih assail'd the truth 
And guarded bosom of the Hebrew-youth ; 
But with the daughter of the Priest of On 
The love was lawful, and the guard was gone ; 
But Joseph's fame had lessened in our view, 
Had he, refusing, fled the maiden too. 

Yet our good priest to Joseph's praise aspired, 
As once rejecting what his heart desired ; 
'^ I am escaped," he said, when none pursued ; 
When none attack'd him, *^ I am unsubdued ;" 
^^ Oh pleasing pangs of love," he sang again. 
Cold to the joy, and stranger to the pain. 
Ev'n in his age would he address the young, 
'^ I too have felt these fires, and they are strong ; 
But from the time he left his favourite maid. 
To ancient females his devoirs were paid ; 
And still they miss him after morning prayer; 
Nor yet successor fills the Vicar's chair. 
Where kindred spirits- in his praise agree, 
A happy few, as mild and cool as he ; 
The easy followers in the female train. 
Led without love, and captives without chain. 
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Ye lilies male ! think (as your tea you sip^ 
While the town smaU-talk flows from Hp to lip ; 
Intrigues half-gather'^d, conversation-scraps. 
Kitchen-cabals, and nursery-mishaps,) 
If the vast world may not some scene produce, 
Some state where your small talents might have use ; 
Within seraglios you might harmless move, 
^Mid ranks of beauty, and in haunts of love ; 
There from too daring man the treasures guard. 
An easy duty, and its own reward ; 
Nature^s soft substitutes, you there migbt saye 
From crime the tyrant, and from wrong the slaye. 

But let applause be dealt in aQ we may. 
Our priest was cheerful, and in season gay ; 
His frequent visits seldom fail'^d to please ; 
Easy himsdf, he sought his nei^bour^s ease r 
To a small garden with delight he came. 
And gave succesfiive flowers a summer^s fame ; 
These he presented with a grace his own 
To his fair frioids, and made their beauties known^ 
Not without moral compliment ; how they 
^^ Like flowers were sweet, and must like flowers decay .^ 

Simple he was, and loved the simpte truth. 
Yet had some useful cunning from his youth ; 
A cunning never to dishonour lent. 
And rather for defence than conquest meant ; 
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^Twas fear of power^ with some desire to rise, 
But not enough to make him enemies ; 
He ever aim'*d to fdease ; and to offend 
Was ever cautious ; for he sought a friend ; 
Yet for the friendship never much would pay. 
Content to bow, be ^ent, and obey, 
And by a soothing sufferance find his way. 

Fiddling and fishing were his arts : at times 
He altered sermons, and he aim'^d at rhymes ; 
And his fair friends, not yet intent on cards. 
Oft he amused with riddles and charades. 

Mild were his doctrines, and not one discourse 
But gain'^d in softness what it lost in force : 
Kind his opinions ; he would not receive 
An ill report, nor evil act believe ; 
'^ If true, Hwas wrong ; but blemish great or small 
*^ Have all mankind ; yea, ^nners are we all.^ 

If ever firetful thought disturbed his breast, 
If aught of gloom that cheerful mind oppressed. 
It sprang from innovation ; it was then 
He spake of mischief made by restless men ; 
Not by new doctrines : never in[his life 
Would he attend to controversial strife ; 
For sects he cared not ; ^^ They are not of us, 
^' Nor need we, brethren, their concerns discuss ; 
^* But ^tis thje change, the schism at home I feel ; 
^^ nis few perceive, and none have skill to heal : 
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*^ Not at the altar our young brethren read 
(Facing their flock) the decalogue and creed ; 
But at their duty, in their desks they stand, 
With naked surpUce, lacking hood and band : 

*^ Churches are now of holy song bereft, 

** And half our ancient customs changed or left ; 

" Few sprigs of ivy are at Christmas seen, 

*^ Nor crimson berry tips the holly'^s green ; 

** Mistaken choirs refuse the solemn strain 

** Of ancient Stemhold, which from ours amain 
Comes flying forth from aile to aile about 
Sweet links of harmony and long drawn out.'*' 
These were to him essentials ; all things new 

He deem'*d superfluous, useless, or untrue ; 

To all beside indifferent, easy, cold. 

Here the fire kindled, and the wo was told. 
Habit with him was all the test of truth, 

" It must be right : I Ve done it from my youth.'*' 

Questions he answered in as brief a way, 

*^ It must be wrong — ^it was of yesterday.'' 
Though mild benevolence our priest possess'd, 

'Twas but by wishes or by words express'd : 

Circles in water, as they wider flow. 

The less conspicuous in their progress grow ; 

And when at last they touch upon the shore, 

Distinction ceases, and they're view'd no more. 
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His love, like that last circle, all embraced. 
But with effect that never could be traced. 

Now rests our Vicar. They who knew him best. 
Proclaim his life t^ have been entirely rest ; 
Free from all evils which disturb his mind, 
Whom studies vex and controversies blind. 

The rich approved, — of them in awe he stood ; 
The poor admired, — they all believed him good ; 
The old and serious of his habits spoke ; 
The frank and youthful loved his pleasant joke ; 
Mothers approved a safe contented guest. 
And daughters one who back'd each small request : 
In him his flock found nothing to condemn ; 
Him sectaries liked, — he never troubled tliem ; 
No trifles fail'^d his yielding mind to please. 
And all his passions sunk in early ease ; 
Nor one so old has left this world of sin. 
More like tlie being that he enter'd in. 



THE CURATE. 

Ask you what lands our pastor tithes ? — ^Alas ! 
But few our acresy and but short our grass : 
In some fat pastures of the rich, indeed. 
May roll the single cow or favourite steed ; 
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Who, stable-fed, is here for pleasure seen, 
His sleek ndes batlung in tlie dewy green : 
But these, our hilly heath and common wide 
Yield a slight portion for the parish-guide ; 
No crops luxuriant in our borders stand. 
For here we plough the ocean, not the land ; 
Still reason wills that we our pastor pay. 
And custom does it on a certain day : 
Much is the duty, small the legal due. 
And this with grateful minds we keep in view ; " 
Each makes his offering, some by habit led. 
Some by the thouglit, that all men must be fed ; 
Duty and love, and piety and pride. 
Have each their force, and for the priest provide. 

Not thus our Curate, one whom all believe 
Pious and just, and for whose fate they grieve ; 
All see him poor, but ev'^n the vulgar know 
He merits love, and their respect bestow. 
A man so leam'^d you shall but seldom see. 
Nor one so honoured, so aggrieved as he ; — 
Not grieved by years alone ; though his appear \ 

Dark and more dark ; severer on severe : 
Not in his need, — and yet we all must grant 
How painful ^tis for feeling age to want : 
Nor in his body'^s sufferings ; yet we know 
Where time lias ploughed, there misery loves to sow ; 
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But in the wearied mind, that all in vain 
Wars with distress, and struggles with its pain. 

His father saw his powers — " 1^11 give,^ quoth he, 
" My first-bom learning ; \will a portion be :'*^ 
Unhappy gift ! a portion for a son ! 
But all he had : — ^he leam'^d, and was imdone ! 

Better, apprenticed to an humble trade, 
Had he the cassock for the priesthood made. 
Or thrown the shuttle, or the saddle shaped. 
And all these pangs of feeling souls escaped. 

He oijice had hope — ^hope ardent, lively, light ; 
His feelings pleasant, and his prospects bright : 
Eager of fame, he read, he thought, he wrote. 
Weighed the Greek page, and added note on note ; 
At mom, at evening at his work was he. 
And dreamed what his Euripides would be. 

Then care began ; — ^he loved, he woo^d, he wed ; 
Hope cheered him still, and Hymen blessed his bed — 
A Curate^s bed ! then came the woful years ; 
The husband^s terrors, and the father^s tears ; 
A wife grown feeble, mourning, pining, vex'd, 
With wants and woes — ^by daily cares perplexM ; 
No more a help, a smilmg, soothing aid. 
But boding, drooping, sickly, and afraid. 
- A kind physician, and without a fee. 
Gave his opinion — " Send her to the sea.**" 
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" Alas !*" the good man answered, " can I send 

^* A friendless woman ? Can I find a friend ? 

" No ; I must with her, in her need, repair 

" To that new place ; the poor lie every where ; — • 

^* Some priest will pay me for my pious pains :"" — 

He said, he came, and here he yet remains. 

Behold his dwelling ; this poor hut he hires, 
Where he from view, though not from want, retires ; 
Where four fair daughters, and five sorrowing sons. 
Partake his sufferings, and dismiss his duns ; 
All join their efforts, and in patience learn 
To want the c(»nforts they aspire to earn ; 
For the sick mother something they'*d obtain. 
To soothe her grief and mitigate her pain ; 
For the sad father something they'*d procure. 
To ease the burthen they themselves endure. 

Virtues like these at once delight and press 
On the fond father with a proud distress ; 
On all around he looks with care and love. 
Grieved to behold, but happy to approve. 

Then from his care, his love, his grief he steals^ 
And by himself an author'^s pleasure feels ; 
Each line detains him ; he omits not one. 
And all the sorrows of his state are gone. — 
Alas ! ev''n then, in that delicious hour. 
He feels his fortune, and laments its power. 
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Some tradesman's bUl his wandering eyes engage, 
Some scrawl for payment thrust 'twixt page and page ; 
Some bold, loud rapping at his humble door. 
Some surly message he has heard before. 
Awake, alarm, and tell him he is poor. 

An angry dealer, vulgar, rich, and proud. 
Thinks of his bill, and passing, raps aloud ; 
The elder daughter meekly makes him way — 
" I want my money, and I cannot stay : 
** My null is stopp'^d ; what. Miss I I cannot grind ; 
** Go tell your father he must raise the wind i"^ 
Still trembling, troubled, the dejected maid 
Says, ** Sir ! my father ! — "" and then stops afraid : 
Ev'^n his hard heart is softenM, and he hears 
Her voice with pity ; he respects her tears ; 
His stubborn features half admit a smile. 
And his tone softens — " Well ! I'll wait awhile.'' 

Pity ! a man so good, so mild, so meek, 
At such an age, should have his bread to seek ; 
And all those rude and fierce attacks to dread. 
That are more harrowing than the want of bread ; 
Ah ! who shall whisper to that ihisery peace ! 
And say that want and insolence shall cease ? 

" But why not publish ?"— t^ose who know too well, 
Dealers in Greek, are fearful 'twill not sell ;. 
Then he himself is timid, troubled, slow. 
Nor likes his labours nor his griefs to show ; 
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The hope of fame may in his heart have place, 
Bat he has dread and horror of disgrace ; 
Nor has he that confiding, easy way, 
That might his learning and himself display ; 
But to his work he from the world retreats. 
And frets and glories oVr the favourite sheets. 

But see ! the man himself; and sure I trace 
Signs of new joy exulting in that face 
O^er care that sleeps — ^we err, or we discern 
Life in thy looks — the reason may we learn ? 

** Yes,'' he replied, ** I'm happy, I confess, 
^^ To learn that some are pleased with happiness 
" Which others feel — ^there are who now combine 
<^ The worthiest natures in the best design, 
^^ To aid the lettered poor, and soothe such ills as mine : 

We who more keenly feel the world's contempt. 

And from its miseries are the least exempt ; 

Now hope shall whisper to the wounded breast. 

And grief, in soothing expectation, rest. 

" Yes, I am taught that men who think, who feel, 
" Unite the pains of thoughtful men to heal ; 
" Not with disdainful pride, whose bounties make 
** The needy curse the benefits they take ; 
^^ Not with the idle vanity that knows 
** Only a selfish joy when it bestows ; 
" Not with o'erbearing wealth, that, in disdain, 

Hurls the superfluous bliss at groaning pain ; 
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*^ But these are men who yield such bless'd relief, 

** That with the grievance they destroy the grief; 

^^ Their timely aid the needy sufferers find, 

^* Their generous manner t3oothes the suffering mind ; 

*^ Theirs is a gracious bounty, formed to raise 

^^ Him whom it aids; their charity is praise; 

^^ A common bounty may relieve distress, 

** But whom the vulgar succour, they oppress ; 

** This though a favour, is an honour too, 

** Though mercy's duty, yet 'tis merit^'s due ; 

** When our relief from such resources rise, 

*< All painful sense of obligation dies ; 

^^ And grateful feelings in the bosom wake, 

** For 'tis their offerings, not their alms, we take, 

^^ Long may these founts of charity remain, 
*< And never shrink, but to be filTd again; 
** True ! to the author they are now confined, 
^^ To him who gave the treasure of his mind, . 
^< His time, his health, and thankless found mankind : 
'^ But there is hope that from these founts may flow 
*^ A sideway stream, and equal good bestow; 
** Gkxxl that may reach us, whom the day's distress 
** Keeps &om the fame and perils of the press ; 
** Whom study beckons from the ills of life, 
** And they from study ; melancholy strife ! 

VOL. II. E 
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" Who then can say, but bounty now so free, 
^^ And so diffused, may find its way to me ? 

^' Yes! I may see my decent table yet 
^^ Cheered with the meal that adds not to my debt ; 
May talk of those to whom so much we owe. 
And guess thdr names whom yet we may not know; 
'^ Blessed we shall say are those who thus can give, 
'^ And next who thus upon the bounty live ; 
^* Then shall I dose with thanks my humble meal, 
'< And feel so well— Oh ! God ! how I shall feel T 






THE BOROUGH. 



LETTER IV. 
SECTS AND PROFESSIONS IN RELIGION. 



. . '• . . But cast your eyes again. 
And view those exrora which new sects maintain, 
Or which of old d£sturh*d the Churches* peaceful reign : 
And we can p<nnt eadi period of the time 
When they h^;an and who begat the crime ; 
Can calculate how long th* edipse endured ; 
Who interposed; what digits were obscured ; 
Of all which are already pass'd away, 
We knew the rise, the progress, and decay. 

Dryden. — Hind and Paniher^ Part 11. 



Oh ! said the Hind, how many sons have you 
Who call you mother, whom you never knew ? 
But most of them who that relation plead 
Are such ungradous youths as wish you dead ; 
They gape at rich revenues which you hold. 
And fain would nibble at your grandame gold. 

Hind and Panther. 
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Sects and Professioius in Religion are numerous and suc- 
cessive—General Effect of false Zeal — Deists — Fanatical 
Idea of Church Reformers — The Church of Rome — Bap- 
tists — Swedenborgians — Universalists — ^Jews. 

Methodists of two Kinds ; Calvinistic and Arminjan. 

The Preaching of a Calvinistic Enthusiast — His Contempt 
of Learning — Dislike to sound Morality : why — His Idea 
of Conversion — -His Success and Pretensions to Humility. 

The Arminian Teacher of the older Flock — Their Notions 
of the Operations and Power of Satan — Description of his 
Devices — Their Opinion of regular Ministers — Com- 
parison of these with the Preacher himself — ^A Rebuke to 
his Hearers; introduces a Description of the powerful 
Effects of the Word in the early and awakening Days of 
Methodism. 
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SECTS AND PROFESSIONS IN RELIGION. 
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Sects in Religion f^ — ^Yes, of every race 
We nurse some portion in our favoured place ; 
Not one warm preacher of one growing sect 
Can say our Borough treats him with neglect ; 
Frequent as fashions, they witti us appear, 
And you might ask, ** how think we for the year P*" 
They come to us as riders in a trade. 
And with much art exhibit and persuade. 

Minds are for sects of various kinds decreed. 
As diflTrent soils are formM for cfiiTrent seed ; 
Some when converted sigh in sore amaze, 
And some are wrapt in joy'^s ecstatic blaze ; 
Others again will change to each extreme. 
They know not why — ^as hurried in a dream ; 
Unstable they, like water, take all forms, 
Ase quick and stagnant; have then: calms and storms ; 
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High on the hills, they in the sunbeams glow. 

Then muddily they move debased and slow; 

Or cold and frozen rest, and neither rise nor flow. 

Yet none the cool and prudent teacher prize. 
On him they dote who wakes their ecstasies ; 
With passions ready primed such guide they meet. 
And warm and kindle with th^ imparted heat ; 
^Tis he who wakes the nameless strong de^re, * 

The melting rapture, and the glowing fire ; 
*Tb he who pierces deep the tortiured breast. 
And stirs the terrors, never more to rest. 

Opposed to these we have a prouder kind. 
Rash without heat, and without raptures blind ; 
These our Glad Tidings unconcem'^d peruse. 
Search without awe, and without fear refuse ; 
The truths, the blessings found in Sacred Writ, 
Call forth their spleen, and exercise their wit ; 
Respect from these nor saints nor martyrs gain. 
The zeal they scorn, and they deride the pain ; 
And take their transient, cool, contemptuous view. 
Of that which must be tried, and doubtless — may be true. 

Friends of our faith we have, ,whom doubts like these. 
And keen remarks, and bold objections please ; 
They grant such doubts have weaker minds oppress^. 
Till sound conviction gave the troubled rest. 

** But still,^ they cry, " let none their censures spaie, 
" They but confirm the glorious hopes we share ; 



LET. IV. RELIGIOUS SECTS. 55 

^* From doubt, disdain, derision, scorn, and lies, 
" With five-fold triumph sacred truth shall rise." 

Yes f I allow, so truth shall stand at last. 
And gain fresh glory by the conflict past : — 
As Solway-Moss (a barren mass and cold. 
Death to the seed, and poison to the fold,) 
The smiling plain and fertile vale pVlaid,. 
Choked the green sod, and kill'*d the springing blade ; 
That, changed by cultiu^, may in time be seen. 
Enriched by. golden grain, and pasture green ; 
And these fair acres rented and enjoyM, 
May those excel by Solway-Moss destroyed. ^^^ 

Still must have moum'^d the tenant of the day. 
For hopes destroy'^d, and harvests swept away ; 
To him the gain of future years unknown. 
The instant grief and suffering were his own : 
So must I grieve for many a wounded heart, 
ChilTd by those doubts which bolder minds impart : 
Truth in the end shall shine divinely clear, 
Bilt sad the darkness till those times appear ; 
Contests for truth, as wars for freedom, yield 
Glory and joy to those who gain the field : 
But still the Christian must in pity sigh t 

For all who suffer, and uncertain die. 

Here are, who all the Church maintains approve;^ 
But yet the Church herself they will not love ; 
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In angry speech, they blame the carnal tie. 

Which pure Religion lost her spirit by ; 

What time from prisons, flames, and tortures led. 

She slumbered careless in a royal bed ; 

To make, they add, the Churches^ glory shine, 

Shotdd Diocletian reign, not Constantine. 

" In pomp,** they cry, " is England'^s Church array'^d, 
^^ Her cool reformers wrought like men afraid, 
*^ We would have pull'*d her gorgeous temples down^ 
^' And spurned her mitre, and defiled her gown ; 
<< We would have trodden low both bench and staB, 
^' Nor left a tithe remaining, great or small.^ 

L*et us be serious — Should such trials come. 
Are they themselves prepared for martyrdom ? 
It seems to us that our reformers knew 
Th^ important work they undertook to do ; 
An equal priesthood they were loth to try. 
Lest zeal and care should with ambition die ; 
To them it seem'^d that, take the tenth away, 

m 

Yet priests ipust eat, and you must feed or l^ay t 
Would they indeed, who hold such pay in scom^ 
Put on the muzzle when they tread the com ? 
W.ould they all, gratis, watch and tend the fold. 
Nor take one fleece to keep them from the cold ? 

Men are not equal, and ^tis meet and right 
That robes and titles our respect excite ; 
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Order requires it ; 'tis by vulgar pride 

That such regard is censured and denied ; 

Or by that false enthusiastic zeal. 

That thinks the spirit will the priest reveal, 

And show to all men, by their powerful speech, 

Who are appointed and inspired to teach : 

Alas ! could we the dangerous rule believe. 

Whom for their teacher should the crowd receive ? . 

Since all the varying kinds demand respect. 

All press you on to join their chosen sect. 

Although but in diis single point agreed, 

** Desert joui churches and adopt our creed.'' 

We know full well how much our forms offend 
The burthen'd papist and the simple friend ; 
Him, who new robes for every service takes. 
And who in drab and beaver sighs and shakes ; 
He on the priest, whom hood and band adorn. 
Looks with die sleepy eye of silent scorn ; 
But him I would not for my friend and guide. 
Who views such things with spleen, or wears with pride. 

See next our several sects, — ^but first behold 
The Church of Rome, who here is poor and old : 
Use not triumphant rail'ry, or at least. 
Let not thy mother be a whore and beast ; 
Great was her pride indeed in ancient times. 
Yet shall we think of nothing but her crimes ? 
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Exaltal high above all earthly things. 
She placed her foot upon the neck of kings ; 
But some have deeply since avenged the crown, 
And thrown her glory and her honours down ; 
Nor neck nor ear can she of kings command, 
Nor place a foot upon her own fair land*- 

Among her sons, with us a quiet few. 
Obscure themselves, her ancient state review ; 
And fond and melancholy glances cast 
On power insulted, and on triumph passed : 
They look, they can but look, with many a sigh. 
On sacred buildings doomed in dust to lie ; 
** On seats,^ they tell, ** where priests '^nad tapers dim 
^' Breathed the warm prayer, or tuned the midnight hymn ; 
** Where trembling penitents their guilt confessed, 
'^^ Where want had succour, and contrition rest ; 
** There weary men from trouble found relief, 
*^ There men in sorrow found repose from grief: 
^^ To scenes like these the fainting soul retired ; 

Revenge and anger in these ceUs expired ; 

By pity soothed, remorse lost half her fears. 

And softened pride dropped penitential tears. 

" Then convent^waJls and nunnery-spires arose, 
^^ In pleasant spots which monk or abbot chose ; 
" When counts and barons saints devoted fed, 
" And making cheap exchange, had prayV for bread. 
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Now all is lost, the earth where abbeys stood 
^< Is layman^s land, the glebe, the stream, the wood ; 
'^ His oxen low where monks retired to eat, 
** His cows repose upon the priory's seat ; 
^* And wanton doves within the cloisters bill, 
** Where the chaste votary .warr'^d with wanton will.* 

Such is the change they mourn, but they restrain 
The rage of grief, and passively complain. 

We Ve Baptists old and new ; forbear to ask 
What the distinction — I decline the task ; 
This I perceive, that when a sect grows old. 
Converts are few, and the converted cold : 
First comes the hot-bed heat, and while it glows 
The plants spring up, and each with vigour grows ; 
Then comes the cooler day, and though awhile 
The verdtlre prospers and the blossoms smile. 
Yet poor the fruit, and form''d by long delay. 
Nor will the profits for the culture pay ; 
The skilful gardener then no longer stops. 
But turns to other beds for bearing crops. 

Some Swedenborgians in our streets are found. 
Those wandering walkers on enchanted ground ; 
Who in our world can other worlds survey. 
And speak with spirits though confined in clay : 
Of Bible-mysteries they the keys possess. 
Assured themselves, where wiser men but guess : 
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'Tis theirs to see around, about, above, — 
How spirits mingle thoughts, and angels move ; 
.- Those whom our grosser views from us exclude, 
To them appear — a heavenly multitude ; 
While the dark sayings, seal'^d to men like us, 
Their priests interpret, and their flocks discuss. 

But while these gifted men, a favoured fold. 
New powers exliibit and new worlds behold ; 
Is there not danger lest their minds confound 
The pure above them with the gross around ? 
May not these Phaetons, who thus contrive 
■"Twixt heaven above and earth beneath to drive. 
When from then* flaming chariots they descend. 
The worlds they visit in their fancies blend ? 
Alas ! too sure on both they bring disgrace. 
Their earth is crazy, and their heav'n is base. 

We have, it seems, who treat and doubtless well. 
Of a chastising, not awarding hell ; 
Who are assured that an o£Pended God 
Will cease to use the thunder and the rod ; 
A soul on earth, by crime and folly stainM, 
When here corrected has improvement gain''d ; 
In other state still more improved to grow. 
And nobler powers in happier world to know ; 
New strength to use in each divine employ, 
. And, more enjoying, looking to more joy. 
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. A pleasing vision ! could we thus be sure 
Polluted souls would be at length so pure ; 
The view is happy, we may think it just, 
It may be true — ^but who shall add it must P 
To the plain words and sense of sacred writ, 
With all my heart I reverendy submit ; 
But where it leaves me doubtful, I^m afraid 
To call conjecture to my reason'^s aid ; * 
Thy thoughts, thy ways, great God ! are not as mine. 
And to thy mercy I my soul resign. 

Jews are with us, but far unlike to those. 
Who, led by David, warr'd with Israeli's foes ; 
Unlike to those whom his imperial son 
Taught truths divine — ^the preacher Solomon : 
Nor war nor wisdom yield our Jews delight ; 
They will not study, and they dare not fight. <*^ 

These are, with us, a slavish, knavish crew. 
Shame and dishonour to the name of Jew ; 
The poorest masters of the meanest arts. 
With cunning heads, and cold and cautious hearts ; 
They grope their dirty way to petty gains, 
While poorly paid for their nefarious pains. 

Amazing race ! deprived of land and laws, 
A general laiiguage, and a public cause ; 
With 9, reUgion none can now obey, 
With a reproach that none can take a^ay : 
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■ 
A people still, whose common ties are gone ; 

Who, mix'^d with every race, are lost in none. 

What said their prophet ?— " Shouldst thou disobey. 
The Lord shall take thee from thy land away ; 
Thou shalt a by-word and a proverb be. 
And all shall wonder .at thy woes and thee ; 
Daughter and son shalt thou, while captive, have, 

^^ And see them made the. bond-maid and the slave ; 
He, whom thou leav^st, the Lord thy God, shall bring 
War to thy country on an eagle-wing : 
A people strong and dreadful to behold. 
Stern to the young, remorseless to the old ; 
Masters whose speech thou canst not understand. 
By cruel signs shall give the harsh command : 
Doubtful of life shalt thou by night, by day, 

" For grief, and dread, and trouble pine away ; 

Thy evening-wish, — Would God ! I saw the sun ; , 
Thy morning-sigh, — ^Would God ! the day were done. 

^' Thus shalt thou suffer, and to distant times 

" Regret thy misery, and lament thy crimes." <^> 
A part there are, whom doubtless man might trust. 

Worthy as wealthy, pure, religious, just ; 

They who with patience, yet with rapture look 

On the strong promise of the sacred book : 

As unfulfilled th' endearing words they view. 

And blind td truth, yet own their prophets true ; 
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Well pleased they look for Sion^s coming state, 
Nor think of Julian'^s boast and Julian'^s fate.^^^ 

More might I add ; I might describe the flocks 
Made by seceders from the ancient stocks ; 
Those who will not to any guide submit, 
Nor find one creed to their conceptions fit — 
Each sect, they judge, in something goes astray, 
And every church has lost the certain way ; 
Then for themselves they carve out creed and laws. 
And weigh their atoms, and divide their straws. 

A sect remains, which though divided long 
In hostile parties, both are fierce and strong. 
And into each enlists a warm and zealous throng. 
Soon as they rose in fame, the strife arose. 
The Calvinistic these, th"* Arminia^ those ; 
With Wesley some remain^, the remnant Whitfield chose. 
Now various leaders both the parties take. 
And the divided hosts their new divisions make. 

See yonder preacher ! to his people pass. 
Borne up and swellM by tabernacle-gas ; 
Much he discourses, and of various points. 
All unconnected, void of limbs and joints ; 
He rails, persuades, explains, and moves the will. 
By fierce bold words, and strong mechanic skill. 

** That Grospel, Paul with zeal and love maintained, 
** To others lost, to you is now explained ; 
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** No worldly learning can these points discuss, 

^^ Books teach them not as they are taught to us ; 

** Illiterate call us ! let their wisest man 

*^ Draw forth, his thousands as your teacher can : 

** They give their moral precepts ; so, they say, 

^^ Did Epictetus once, and Seneca ; 

*^ One was a slave, and slaves we all must be, 

^^ Until the Spirit comes and sets us free. 

'^ Yet .hear you nothing from such men but works ; 

** They make the christian service like the Turks\ 
" Hark to the churchman : day by day he cries, 

^* ' Children of men, be virtuous and be wise ; 
^ Seek patience, justice, temperance, meekness, truth ; 
* In age be courteous, be sedate in youth."* — 
So they advise, and when such things be read, 

^^ How can we wonder that their flocks are dead ? 
" The heathens wrote of virtue, they could dwell 
On such light points : in them it might be well^ 
They might for virtue strive ; but I maintain, 

** Our strife for virtue would be*proud and vain. 

" When Samson carried Gaza^s gates so far, 

^^ Lack'^d he a helping hand to bear the bar ? 

^^ Thus the most virtuous must in bondage groan : 

^^ Samson is grace, and carries all alone. ^^^ 

" Hear you not priests their feeble spirits spend, 

" In bidding sinners turn to God, and mend ; 
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** To check their passions and to walk aright, 

" To run the race, and fight the glorious fight ? 

" Nay more — to pray, to study, to improve, 

^* To grow in goodness, to advance in love ? 

" Oh ! babes and sucklings, dull of heart and slow^ 

" Can grace be gradual ? Can conversion grow ? 

** The work is done by instantaneous call ; 

" Converts at once are made, or not at all ; 

** Nothing is left to grow, reform, amend ; 

** The first emotion is the movements end : 

" If once forgiven, debt can be no more ; 

" If once adopted, will the heir be poor ? 

'^ The man who gains the twenty-thousand prize, 

" Does he by little and by Uttle rise ? 

** There can no fortune for the soul be made. 
By peddling cares and savings in her trade. 
Why are our sins forgiven ? — Priests reply, 

^ — * Because by faith on mercy we rely ; 
* Because, believing, we repent and pray.^ — « 
Is this their doctrine ? — ^then they go astray : 
WeVe pardon'^d neither for belief nor deed, 

** For faith nor practice, principle nor creed ; 

'* Nor for our sorrow for our former sin. 
Nor for our fears when better thoughts begin ; ' 
Nor prayers nor penance in the cause avail, 
All strong remorse, all soft contrition fail ; — 
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'^ It is the call! till that proclaims us free, 
*^ In darkness, doubt, and bondage we must be ; 
<^ Till that assures us, we Ve in vain endured, 
** And all is oyer when weVe once assured. 

** This is conyersion : — First there comes a cry 
<< Which utters, * Sinner, thou'^rt condemned to die ;^ 
^' Then the struck soul to every aid repairs, 
*^ To church an J altar, mimsters and prayers ; 
*^ In vain she strives, — ^involved, ingulf d in sin, 
*^ She looks for hell, and seems already in : 
'^ When in this travail, the new birth comes on, 
« And in an instant every pang is gone; 
*^ The mighty work is done without our pains, — 
*^ Claim but a part, and not a part remains. 

'^ All this experience tells the soul, and yet 
^* These moral men their pence and farthings set 
^^ Against the terrors of the countless debt : 
*^ But such compounders when they come to jail, 
" Will find that virtues never serve as bail. 

*^ So much to duties : now to learning look. 

And see their priesthood piling book on book ; 
^^ Yea, books of infidels, we'^re told, and plays. 

Put out by heathens in the wink'^d-on days ; 

The very letters are of crooked kind, 
^^ And show the strange pervexseness of their mind. 
^^ Have I this learning? When the Lord would speak, 
" Think ye he needs the Latin or the Greek ? 
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<< And lo ! with all their learning, when they rise 
^^ To preach, in view the ready sermon lies ; 
*^ Some low-prized stuff they purchased at the stalls, 
** And more like Seneca'^s than mine or Paul'^s : 
^^ Children of bondage, how should they explain 
The spirits freedom, while they wear a chain ? 
They study words, for meanings grow perplexM, 
And slowly hunt for truth from text to text. 
Through Greek and Hebrew :-we the meaiung seek 
Of that within, who every tongue can speak : 
*' This all can witness ; yet the more I know, 
^^ The more a meek and humble mind I show. 

" No ; let the pope, the high and mighty priest, 
** Lord to the poor, and servant to the beast ; 
Let bishops, deans, and prebendaries swell 
With pride and fatness till their hearts rebel : 
** I'm meek and modest — If I could be proud, 
" This crowded meeting, lo ! th' amazing crowd ! 
Your mute attention, and your meek respect. 
My spirit's fervour, and my words' effect. 
Might stir th' unguarded soul ; and oft to me 
The tempter speaks, whom I Qpmpel to flee ; 
He goes in fear, for he my force has tried, — 
Such is my powier ! but can you call it pride ? 

No, fellow-pilgrims ! of the things I've shown 
I might be proud, were they indeed my own 1 

F 2 



if 



u 

(t 
a 
u 
u 
u 



68 RELIGIOUS S£CTS. let. iv. 

^^ But they are lent ; and well you know the source 
^^ Of all that^s mine, and must confide of course ; 
'^ Mine ! no, I err ; ^tis but consign'^d to me, 
^^ And I am nought but steward and trustee.^ 



Fab other doctrines yon Arminian speaks ; 
" Seek grace,'' he cries, " for he shall find who seeks.^ 
This is the ancient stock by Wesley led ; 
They the pure body, he the reverend head : 
All innovation they with dread decline. 
Their John the elder, was the John divine. 
Hence, still their moving prayer, the melting hymn. 
The varied accent, and the active limb ; 
Hence that implicit faith in Satan's might. 
And their own matchless prowess in the fight. 
In every act they see that lurking foe. 
Let loose awhile, about the world to go ; 
A dragon flying round the earth, to kill 
The heavenly hope, and prompt the carnal wiU ; 
Whom sainted knights attack in sinners' cause. 
And force the wounded victim from his paws ; 
Who but for them would man's whole race subdue. 
For not a hireling will the foe pursue. 

Show me one churchman who will rise and pray 

Through half the night, though lab'ring all the day, 
" Always abounding — show me him, I say':" — 
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Thus cries the preacher, and he adds, ^^ their sheep 

^^ Satan devours at leisure as they sleep. 

" Not so with us ; we drive him from the fold, 

For ever barking and for ever bold : 

While they securely slumber, all his schemes 
** Take full effect, — the devil never dreams : 
" Watchful and changeful through the worid he goes, 
** And few can trace this deadliest of their foes ; 
^^ But I detect, and at his work surprise 
^^ The subtle serpent under all disguise. 

Thus to man^s soul the foe of souls will speak, 

— * A saint elect, you can have nought to seek ; 

' Why all this labour in so plain a case, 
" * Such care to run, when certain of the race ?** 

All this he urges to the carnal will, 

He knows youVe slothful, and would have you still : 
*^ Be this your answer, — * Satan, I will keep 
^' * Still on the watch till you are laid asleep.^ 
** Thus too the Christianas progress he'll retard : — 
** * The gates of mercy ai'e for ever barr'*d ; 
*^ ^ And that with bolts so driven and so stout, 
" * Ten thousand workmen cannot wrench them out.' 
** To this deceit you have but one reply, — 
<' Give to the father of all lies, the lie. 

^^ A sister's weakness he'll by fits surprise, 

His her wild laughter, his her piteous cries ; 
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<^ And should a pastor at her side attend, 

** Hell use her organs to abuse her friend : 

^^ These are possessions — unbelieving wits 

*' Impute them all to nature : ^ TheyVe her fits, 

*' ^ Caused by commotions in the nerves and brains ;^-» 

" Vain talk ! but they'll be fitted for their pains. 

<* These are in part the ills the foe has wrought, 
*' And these the churchman thinks not worth his thought ; 
** They bid the troubled try for peace and rest. 

Compose th^ minds, and be no more distress'^d \ 

As well might they command the passive shore 
** To keep secure, and be o'erflow'^d no more ; 
** To the wrong subject is their skill applied, — 
** To act like workmen, they should stem the tide. 

** These are the church-physicians ; they are paid 
** With noble fees for their advice and aid ; 
" Yet know they not the inward pulse to feel, 
^^ To ease the anguish, or the wound to heal. 
" With the sick sinner, thus their work begins, 

* Do you repent you of yoiu* former sins ? 

* Will you amend if you revive and live ? 

** ' And, pardon seeking, will you pardon give ? 
** * Have you belief in what your Lord has done, 
" * And are you thankful ? — all is well, my son.' 
*^ A way far different ours — we thus surprise 
^^ A soul with questions, and demand replies ; 
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^ How droppM you first,' I ask, * the legal yoke ? 
• Wkat die fest wotcI the living Witness spoke ? 
** ^ Perceived you thunders roar and lightnings shine, 
^ ' And tempests gathering ere the birth divine ? 
<< < Did fire, and storm, and earthquake all appear 
^^ ' Before that still small voice, Whctt dost thou heref 
^^ ^ Hast thou by day and night, and soon and late, 
« < Waited and watdk'd before Admission-gate ; 
*' ^ And so a pilgrim and a soldier passed 
'< < To Sion's hill through battle and through blast ? 
^ * Then in thy way didst thou thy foe attack, 

' And mad'st thou proud Apcdlyon turn his back ?** 
Heart^iearching things are these, and shake the mind. 

Yea, like the rustling of a mighty wind. 

^' Thus would I ask : — ^ Nay, let me question now, 
^'' How sink my sayings in your bosoms? how? 
" ' Fed you a quickening ? Aiaf% the subject deep ? 

^ Stupid and stony, no ! you^re all asleep; 

^ Listless and lazy, waiting ior a close, 

' As if at church — Do I allow repose? 

^ Am I a legal minister ? do I 
** * With form or rubrick, rule or rite comply ? 
** * Then whence this quiet, tell me, I beseech ? 
** * One might believe you heard your rector preadi, 
** * Or his assistant dreamer : — Oh ! return, 
** * Ye times of burning, when the heart would bum 
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^f < Now hearts are ice, and you, my freezing fold, 
^^ ^ Have spirits sunk and sad, and bosams stoay-cold.* 

^ Oh ! now a^dn for those prevailing powers, 
*^ Which once began this mighty work of ours ; 
*' When the wide field, Glod'^s temple, was the place, 
<* And birds flew by to catch a breath of grace ; 
'< When ^mid his timid friends and threatening foes, 
^^ Our zealous chief as Paul at Athens rose : 
^^ When with infernal spite and knotty clubs 
^^ The ill-one arm^d his scoundrels and his scrubs ; 
^' And there wer^ flyii^ ^ around the spot 
*^ Brands at the preacher, but they touch'^d him not ; 
<^ Stakes brought to smite him, threaten'^d in his cause, 
^^ And tongues, attimed to curses, roared applause ; 
'^ Louder and louder grew his awful tones, 
^^ Sobbing and sighs were heard, and rueful groans ; 
" Soft women fainted, prouder man expressed 
" Wonder and wo, and butchers smote the breast ; 
" Eyes wept, ears tingled ; stifTning on each head, 
^^ The hair drew back, and Satan howPd and fled. 

'^ In that soft season when the gentle breeze 
^' Rises all round, and swells by slow degrees ; 
^ Till tempests gather, when through all the sky 
^' The thunders rattle, and the lightnings fly ; 
" When rain in torrents wood and vale deform, 
" And all is horror, hurricane, and storm : 
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** So, when the preacher in that glorious time, 
^^ Than clouds more melting, more than storm sublime, 
^^ Dropped the new word, there came a charm aroimd ; 
^^ Tremors and terrors rose upon the sound ; 
" The stubborn spirits by his force he broke. 

As the forVd lightning rives the knotted oak : 

Fear, hope, dismay, all signs of shame or grace, 
" Chained every foot, or featured every face ; 
^^ Then took his sacred trump a louder swell, 
" And now they groanM, they sickenM, and they fell ; 
" Again he sounded, and we heard the cry 
" Of the word-wounded, as about to die ; ' . 

" Further and further spread the conquering word, 
" As loud he cried — ' the battle of the Lord.' 
" Ev'n those apart who were the sound denied, 
" Fell down instinctive, and in spirit died. 

Nor staid he yet — ^his eye, his frown, his speech. 

His very gesture had a power to teach ; 
** With outstretched arms, strong voice and piercing call. 

He won the field, and made the Dagons fall ; 

And thus in triumph took his glorious way, 
" Through scenes of horror, terror, and dismay.*^ 









NOTES TO LETTER IV. 



Note 1^ page 55, line 12. 

May those excel by Soltvay^Moss destroy'd. 

For an account of this extraordinary and interesting erent^ 
I refer my readers to the Journals of the year 1772. 

Note 2, page 61, line 16. 

They rvill not study, and they dare natjighi. 

Some may object to this assertion ; to whom I beg leave 
to answer, that I do not use the word Jlght in the sense of 
the Jew Mendoza. 

Note 3, page 62, line 20. 

Regret thy misery, and lament thy crimes. 

See the Book of Deuteronomy, chapter xxyii. and various 
other places. 

Note 4, page 63, line 2. 

Nor think of Julian's boast and Julian's fate. 

His boast, that he would rebuild the Temple at Jerusa* 
lem ; his fate (whatever becomes of the miraculous part of 
the story), that he died before the foundation was laid. 
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Neu 5, page M, &w 24. 

Samtom i* grmee, amd aoTia oB miome, 

Whoercr kw attended to tlw bmtks or pnadibi; of tbcae 

ntlimuatte pcaplc. Mut ban otMnred amA dUM land of 

atmifd and fooli«h applMatJoD of ■Qriptnre hiftory; it wnm 



THE BOROUGH. 



LETTER V. 
ELECTIONS. 



Say dm wfaidi dan to greater Mlj stoop, 
The great in promise, or the poor in hope? 

Be fanva, Ibr ytmr leader n bravo, and tows rtfoiinitooii $ there 
shall be in En^and seven halfpenny loaves sold fer a penny; 
and die threeJMK^ed pot shall have ten hoops. I will make it 
fidony to drink small beer : all shall eat and drink on mj soore, 
and I will appard them all in one Hverj, that they may agree 
likebioihers; and they shall all wonh^ me as their loid. 

ShaktpeartU Henr^ VI. 



The Evils of the Contest, and how in part to be avoided — 
The Miseries endured by a Friend of the Candidate — The 
various Liberties taken with him, who has no personal In- 
terest in the Success — The unreasonable Expectations of 
Voters-rThe Censures of the opposing Party — The Vices 
as well as Follies shown in such Tune of Contest — Plans 
and Cunning of Electors — Evils which remain after the 
Decision, opposed in vain by the Efforts of the Triendly, 
and of the Successful ; among whom is the Mayor — Story 
of his Advancement till he was raised to the Government 
of the Borough — These Evils not to be placed in Balance 
with the Liberty of the People, but are yet Subjects of 
just Complaint. 






-^ » 1 1 - ■ 




THj: BOROUGH. 



LETTER V. 
THE ELECTION. 

Yes, our Election's past, and we Ve been free. 
Somewhat as madmen without keepers be ; 
And such desire of freedom has been shown, 
That both the parties wish'^d her all their own : 
All our free smiths and cobblers in the town 
Were loth to lay such pleasant freedom down; 
To put the bludgeon and cockade aside^ 
And let us pass unhurt and undefied. . 

True ! you might then your pal*ty's sign produce. 
And so escape with caaly half th'- abuse ; 
With half the danger as you walked along. 
With rage and thread ning but from half the throng : 
This you might do, and not your fortune mend. 
For where you lost a foe, you gain''d a friend ; 
And to distress you, vex you, and expose, 
ElecUon-friends are worse than any foes ; 
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The party-curse is with the canvass past. 
But party-friendship, for your grief, wiU last 

Friends of all kinds, the civil and the rude, 
Who humbly wish, or boldly dare t"* intrude ; 
These beg or take a liberty to come, 
(Friends should be free,) and make your house their Ijome; 
They know that warmly you their cause espouse. 
And come to make their boastings and their bows : 
You scorn their manners^ you their words mistrust, 
But you must hear them, and they know you must 

One plainly sees a friendship firm and true. 
Between the noble candidate and you ; 
So humbly begs (and states at large the case), 
" Youll think of Bobby and the little place.'' 

Stifling his shame by drink, a wretch will come, 
And prate your wife and daughter from the room : 
In p^ you hear him, and at heart despise. 
Yet with heroic mind your pangs disguise ; 
And still in ^tience to the sot attend. 
To show what man can bear to serve a friend. 

One enters hungry — not to be denied. 
And takes his place and jokesr—" We're of a side." 
Yet worse, the proser who, upon the strength' 
Of his one vote, has tales of three hours' length ; 
This sorry rogue you bear, yet with surprise 
Start at his oaths, and sicken at his lies. 
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Then comes there one, and tells in friendly way. 
What the oppcments in their anger say; 
All that through life has vex^d you, all abuse, 
Will this kind friend in pure regard produce ; 
And having through your own offences run, 
Adds (as appendage) what your friends have done. 

Has any female cousin made a trip 
To Gretna-Green, or more vexatious slip ? 
Has your wife^s brother, or your uncle^s son 
Done aught amiss, or is he thought € have done ? 
Is there of all your kindred some who lack 
Vision direct, or have a ^bbous back? 
From your unlucky name n«y quips and puns 
Be made by these upbraiding Godis and Huns ? 
To some great public character have you 
Assign'^d the fame to worth and talents due. 
Proud of your praise ? — In this, in any case. 
Where the brute-spirit may affix disgrace. 
These friends will smiling bring it, and the while 
You silent sit, and {nractise for a smile. 

Vain of their power, and of their value sure, 
They nearly guess the tortures you endure ; 
Nor spare one pang — ^for they perceive your heart 
Ck)es with the cause; you^d die before you^d start ; 
Do what they may, they^re sure you 11 not offend 
Men who have pledged their honours to your friend. 
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Those fiiends indeed,. who start as in a race, 
May love the sport, and laugh at this disgrace ; 
They have in view the glory and the prize, 
Nor heed the dirty steps by which they rise : 
But we their poor assodates lose the fame, 
Though more than partners in the toil and shame. 

Were this the whole; and did the time produce 
But shame and toil, but riot and abuse ; 
We might be then from serious griefs exempt. 
And view the whole with pity and contempt. 
Alas ! but here the vilest passions rule ; 
It is Seduction''s, is Temptation^s school ; 
Where vices mingle in the oddest ways. 
The grossest slander and the dirtiest praise ; 
Flattery enough to make the vainest sick, 
And clumsy stratagem, and scoundrel trick : 
Nay more, your anger and contempt to cause, 
'I'hese, while they fish for profit, claun applause ; 
Bribed, boi^ht and bound, they banish shame and fear; 
Tell you they Ve stanch, and have a soul ancere; 
Then talk of honour, and if doubt ^s expressM, 
Show where it lies, and smite upon the breast. 

Among these wcarthies, some at first declare 
For whom they vote ; he then has most to spare ; 
Others hang oiF — ^when coming to the post 
Is spurring time, and then he'll spare the most : 
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While some demurring, wait, and find at last 
The bidding languish, and the market pass'd ; 
These will affect all bribery to condemn, 
And be it Satan laughs, he laughs at them. 

Some too are pious— One desired the Lord 
To teach him where ** to drop his little word ; 
" To lend his vote, where it will profit best ; 
" Promotion came not from the east or west ; 
^^ But as their freedom had promoted some, 
^^ He should be glad to know which way \would come. 
'^ It was a naughty world, and where to sell 
^^ His precious charge, was more than he could tell.**^ 

" But you succeeded ?^. — ^true, at mighty cost, 
And our good friend, I fear, will think he's lost : 
Inns, horses, chaises, dinners, balls and notes ; 
What fiird their purses, and what drenched their throats ; 
The private pension, and indulgent lease, — * 
Have all been granted to these friends who fleece ; 
Friends who will hang hke burs upon his coat, 
And boundless judge the value of a vote. 

And though the terrors of the time be passed, 
There still remain the scatterings of the blast ; 
The boughs are parted that entwined before. 
And ancient harmony exists no more ; 
The gusts of wrath our peaceful seats deform, 
And sadly flows the sighing of the storm : 
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Those who have gain'^d are sorry jTor the gloom, 
But they who lost, unwilling peace should come ; 
There open envy, h^re suf^ress^d delight, 
Yet live till time shall better thoughts exdte, 
And so prepare us by a six-years^ truce. 
Again for liot, insult, and abuse. 

Our worthy mayor, on the victorious part. 
Cries out for peace, and cries with all his heart ; 
He, civil creature ! ever does his best, 
To banish wrath from every voter^s breast 4 

For where,^' says he, with reason strong and plain. 

Where is the profit ? what will anger gain ?^ 
His short stout person he is wont to brace 
In good brown broad-doth^ edged with two-inch lace. 
When in his seat ; and still the coat seems new. 
Preserved by ccxnmon use of seaman'*s blue. 

He was a fisher from his earliest day. 
And placed his nets within the Borough^s bay ; 
Where by his skates, his herrings, and his soles. 
He lived, nor dreamed of corporation-doles ; *^* 
But toiling saved, and saving, never ceased 
Till he had box'^d up twelve scofe pounds at least : 
He knew not money'^s power, but judged it best 
Safe in his trunk to let his treasure rest ; 
Yet to a friend complained : " Sad charge, to k^p 
f^ So many pounds, and then I cannot sleep:'' 
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" Then put it but," replied the friend : — ^^ What, give 
" My money up ? why then I could not live :*" 






Nay, but for interest place it in his hands, 
Who'll give you mortgage on his house or lands.''* 
Oh but,'' said Daniel, ^^ that's a dangerous plan; 
" He may be robb'd like any other man :" 
*< StiU he is bound, and you may be at rest, 
<^ More safe the money than within your chest; 
^^ And you'll receive, from all deductions clear^ 
" Five pounds for every hundred, every yeah" 
" What good in that ?'"■ quoth Daniel, " for 'tis plain^ 
" If part I take, there can but part remain :" 
" What! you, my friend, so skill'd in gainful things^ 
Have you to learn what interest money brings ?" 
Not so," said Daniel, '^ perfectly I know, 
** He's the most interest who has most to show."^ 
*^ True! and he'H show the more, the more he lends ; 
Thus he his weight and consequence extends ; 
For they who borrow must restore each sum, 
*' And pay for use — ^What,' Daniel, art thou dumb.^'* 
For much amazed was that good man — ^^ Indeed!" 
Said he with glad'ning eye, ^^ will money breed ? 
" How have I lived.** I grieve, with all my heart, 
" For my late knowledge in this precious art: — 
" Five pounds for every hundred will he give ? 
" And.ihen the hundred ? 1 begin to live " — 
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So he began, and other means he found. 
As he went on, to multiply a pound : 
Though blind so long to interest, all allow 
That no man better understands it now : 
Him in oar body-corporate we chose,. 
And once among us, he above us rose ; 
Stepping from post to post, he reach'^d the chair. 
And there he now reposes — that^s the mayor. 

But ^tis not he, ^tis not the kinder few. 
The mild, the good, who can our peace renew; 
A peevish humour sweUs in every eye. 
The warm are angry, and the cool are shy; 
There is no more the social board at whist. 
The good old partners are with scorn dismissed ; 
No more with dog and lantern comes the maid. 
To guide the mistress when the rubber's play'd ; 
Sad shifts are made lest ribbons blue and green 
Should at one table, at one time be seen : 
On care and merit none will now rely, 
'Tis party sells, what party-friends must buy ; 
The warmest burgess wears a bodger'^s coat. 
And fashion gains less interest than a vote ; 
Unchecked the vintner still his poison vends. 
For he too votes, and can command his friends. 

But this admitted ; be it still agreed. 
These ill effects from noble cause proceed ; 
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Though like some vile excrescences they be, 
The tree they spring from i» a sacred tree, 
And its tme produce, strength and liberty. 

Yet. if we could th' attendant ills suppress^ 
If we could make the sum of mischief less ; 
If we could warm and angry men persuade 
No more man^s common comforts to invade ; 
And that old ease and harmony re-seat 
In all our meetings, so in joy to meet ; 
Much would of glory to the Muse ensue, 
And our good vicar would have less to do. 



NOTE TO LETTER V. 



Note 1^ page 84^ line 20. 

He lived, nor dream' d rf corporation'doles, 

I am informed that some explanation is here necessary^ 
though I am ignorant for what class of my readers it can be 
required. Some corporate bodies have actual property, as 
appears by their receiving rents ; and they obtain money on 
the admission of members into their society : this they may 
lawfully share perhaps. There are, moreover, other doles, 
of stUl greater value, of which it is not necessary for me to 
explain the nature, or to inquire into the legality. . 
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PROFESSIONS— LJ W. 



Ovid leges sine moribus 
Vans piofidunt? 

Horace, 

Vae ! misero mihi, mea nanc fadnora 
Aperiuntur, clam quae sperayi fore. 

ManUiu9, 



Trades and Professions of every Kind to be found in the 
Borougb — Its Seamen and Soldiers— Law^ the Danger of 
the Subject— Coddrington's Offence — Attorneys increased; 
their splendid Appearance, how supported— Some worthy 
Exceptions — Spirit of Litigation, how stirred up— A Boy 
articled as a Clerk; his Ideas— How this Profession per- 
verts the Judgment — ^Actions appear through this Medium 
in a £alse Light— 'Success from honest Application -« 
Archer a worthy Character — Swallow a Character of dif- 
ferent Kind— His Origin, Progress, Success^ &c. 
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PROFESSIONS— LA W. 

** Trades and Professions^ — ^these are themes the Miise^ 
Left to her freedom, would forbear to choosey 
But to our Borough they in truth belong, 
And we, p^orce, must take them in our song. 

Be it then known that we can boast of these 
In all denominations, ranks, degrees ; 
All who our numerous wants through life suj^ly, 
Who soothe us sick, attend us when we die, 
Or for the dead dieir various talents tiy. 
Then have we those who live by secret arts. 
By hunting fortimes, and by stealing hearts ; 
Or who by nobler means themselves advance ; 
Or who subsist by charity and chance. 

Say, of oiur native heroes shall I boast. 
Bom in our streets, to thunder on our coast, 
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Our Borough-seamen P Could the timid Muse 

More patriot4irdour in their breasts infuse ; 

Or could she paint their merit or their sldli, 

She wants not love, alacrity^ or will ; 

But needless all, that ardour is their own, 

And for their deeds, themselves have made them known. 

Soldiers in arms ! Defenders of our soil ! 
Who from destruction save us ; who from spoil 
Protect the sons of peace, who traffic, or who toil ; 
Would I could duly praise you ; that each deed 
Your foes might honour, and your friends might read : 
This too is needless; you Ve imprinted well 
Your powers, and told what I should feebly tell : 
Beside, a Muse like mine, to satire prone. 
Would fail in themes where there is praise alone. 
— ^Law sliall I sing, or what to Law belongs ? 
Alas! there may be danger in such songa; 
A foolish rhyme, His said, a trifling thing. 
The law found treason, for it touch^'d the king. 
But kings have mercy, in these happy times, 
Or surely one had suffer^ for his rhymes ; 
Our glorious Edwards and our Henrys bold. 
So toudi^d, had kept the reprobate in hold ; 
But he escaped, — ^nor fear, thank Heaven, have I, 
Who love my king, for such .offence *to die. 
But I am taught the danger would be much, 
If these poor lines should one attorney touch— 
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(One of diose limbs of law who 're always hfere ; 
The ?ieads come down HHrguule them twke a year.) 
I might Tx>t swing indeed, but he in iqx)rt 
Would whip a rhymer on from court to court ; 
Stop him in each^ and make him pay for all 
The long proceedings in that dreaded Hall :«-^ 
Then let my numbers flow discreetly on, 
Wam'^d by the fate of luckless Coddrington*, 
Lest some attorney {pardon me the name) 
Should wound a poor solicitor for fame. 

One man of law in George the Second's reign 
Was all our frugal fathers would maintain ; 
He too was kept for forms ; a man of peace, 

To frame a contract, or to draw a lease : 

He had a clerk, with whom he used to write 

All the day long, with whom he drank at night ; 

Sparc was his visage, moderate his bill. 

And he so kind, men doubted of his skill. 
Who thinks of this, with some amaezment sees, 

For one so poor, three flourishing at ease ; 

Nay, one in splendour! — see that mansion tall. 

That lofty door, the far-resounding hall ; 

Well-fumish'd rooms, plate sliining on the board, 

Gay liveried lads, and cellar proudly stored : 

* The account of Coddrington occurs in " The Mirrourfor Magistrates: 
be suffered in the reign of Richard III. 
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Then say how comes it that such fortunes crown 
These sons of strife, these tjerrom of the town ? 

Lo! that small office! there th*^ incautious guest 
Goes blindfold in,. and "that maintains the rtot ; 
There in his web, ih'* obseiwant «pider lies, 
And peers about for fat intruding flies ; 
Doubtful at first, he hears the distant hum. 
And feels tliem fluttVing as they nearer come ; 
They buzz and blink, and doubtfully they tread 
On the strong birdlime of the utmost thread ; 
But when they Ve once entangled by the gin. 
With what an eager clasp he draws them in ; 
Nor shall they ^scape, till after long delays 
And all that sweetens life is drawn away. 

Nay, this^^ you cry, ^^ is common-place, the tale 
[ Of petty tradesmen o^er their evening-^de ; 

There are who, living by the legal pen, 
" Are held in honour, — * honourable men/'' 

Doubtless — ^there are who hold manorial courts. 
Or whom the trust of powerful friends supports ; 
Or who, by labouring through a length of time^ 
Have pick'd their way,' unsullied by a crime. 
These are the few — ^in this, in every place, 

» 

Fix the liti^ous rupture-stirring race ; 
Who to contention as to trade are led. 
To whom dispute and strife are bliss imd briead. 
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There is a doubtful pauper, and we think 
'Tis not with us to give him meat and drink ; 
There is a child, and ^tis not mighty clear 
Whether the mother lived with us a year : 
A road^s indicted, and our seniors doubt 
If in our proper boundary or without : 
But what says our attorney ? He our friend 
Tells us ^tis just and manly to contend. 

" What ! to a neighbouring parish yield your cause, 
** While you have money, and the nation laws ? 
*^ What ! lose without a trial, that which tried, 
" May — ^nay it must — ^be given on our side ? 
*^ All men of spirit would contend ; such men 
^^ Than lose a pound would rather hazard ten. 
"What, be imposed on ? No ! a British soul 
" Despises imposition, hates control ; 
" The law is open ; let them, if they dare, 
" Support their cause ; the Borough need not spare :- 
" All I advise is vigour and good-will : 
« Is it agreed then?— ShaU I file a biU?'' 

The trader, grazier, merchant, priest and all. 
Whose sons aspiring, to professions call. 
Choose from their lads some bold and subtle boy. 
And judge him fitted for this grave employ : 
Him a keen old practitioner admits. 
To write five years and exercise his wits : 

VOL. II. H 
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The youth has heard — it is in fact his creed — 
Mankind dispute, that lawyers may be feeM : 
Jails, bailiffs, writs, all terms and threats of law, 
Grow now familiar as once top and taw ; 
Rage, hatred, fear, the mind'^s severer iUs, 
All bring employment, all augment his bUls : 
As feels the surgeon for the mangled limb. 
The mangled mind is but a job for him ; 
Thus taught to think, these legal reasoners draw 
Morals and maxims from their views of law ; 
They cease to judge by precepts taught in schools, 
By man^s plain sense, or by .religious rules ; 
No ! nor by law itself, in truth discern^. 
But as its statutes may be warped and tum'd : 
How they should judge of man, his word and deed. 
They in their books and not their bosoms read : 
Of some good act you speak with just applause, 
*^ No ! no !"" says he, ** "'twould be a losing cause :^ 
Blame you some tyrant's deed ?— he answers " Nay, 
" He''ll get a verdict ; heed you what you say.^ 
Thus to conclusions from examples led. 
The heart resigns all judgment to the head ; 
Law, law alone for ever kept in view. 
His measures guides, and rules his consdence too ; 
Of ten commandments, he confesses three 
Are yet in force, and tells you which they be. 
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As law instructs him, thus : " Your neighbour's wife 
" You must not take, his chattels, nor his life ; 
" Break these decrees, for damage you must pay ; 
** These you must reverence, and the rest — ^you may.'' 

Law was designed to keep a state in peace ; 
To punish robbery, that wrong might cease ; 
To be impregnable ; a constant fort. 
To which the weak and injured might resort : 
But these perverted minds its force employ. 
Not to protept mankind, but to annoy ; 
And long as ammunition can be found. 
Its lightning flashes and its thunders sound. 

Or law with lawyers is an ample still. 
Wrought by the passions' heat with chymic skill ; . 
While the fire bums, the gains are quickly made, 
And freely flow the profits of the trade ; 
Nay, when the fierceness fails, these artists blow 
The dying fire, and make the embers glow. 
As 'long as they can make the smaller profits flow ; 
At length the process of itself will stop, 
Wl^en they perceive they've drawn out every drop. 

Yet I repeat, there are, who nobly strive 
To keep the sense of moral worth alive ; 
Men who would starve, ere meanly deign to live 
On what deception and chican'ry give ; 

H 2 
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And these at length succeed ; they hare their strife, 
Their apprehen^ons, stops, and rab» in life ; 
But honour, application, cate, and skill. 
Shall bend opposing fortune to their will. 

Of such is Archer, he who keeps in awe 
Contending parlies by his threats of law t 
He, roughly honest, has been long a guide 
In Borough-business, on the conquering side I 
And seen so much of both sides, and so long. 
He tlunks the bias of man^s mind goes wrong : 
Thusy though he "^s friendly, he is still severe. 
Surly though kind, suspidously sincere r 
So much he's seen of baseness in the mind. 
That, -while a friend to man, he scorns mankind;; 
He knows the human heart, and sees with dread. 
By slight temptation, how the strong are led ; 
He knows how interest can asunder rend 
The bond of parent, master, guardian, friend. 
To form a new and a degrading tie 
'Twixt needy vice and tempting villany. 
Sound in himself, yet when such flaws appear, ^ 

He doubts of aU, and learns that self to fear; 
For where so dark the moral view is grown, 
A timid conscience trembles for her own ; 
The .pitchy taint of general vice is such 
As daubs the fancy, and you dread the touch; 
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Far unlike him was one in former times. 
Famed for the spoil he gathered by his crimes; 
Who, while his brethren nibbling held their prey. 
He like an eagle seized and bore the whole away. 

Swallow, a poor attorney, brought his boy 
Up at his desk, and gave him his employ ; 
He would have bound him to an honest trade, 
Could preparations have been duly made. 
The clerkship ended, both the sire and son 
Together did what business could be done ; 
Sometinies they ''d luck to stir up small disputes 
Among their friends, and raise them into suits : 
Though dose and hard, the father was content 
With this resource, now old and indolent : 
But his young Swallow, gaping and alive 
To fiercer feelings, was resolved to thrive : — 
" Father," he said, " but little can they win, 
^^ Who hunt in couples where the game is thin ; 
^^ Let'^s part in peace, and each pursue his gain 
** Where it may start— our love may yet remain.*** 
The parent growFd, he couldn^t think that love 
Made the yoimg cockatrice his den remove ; 
But, taught by habit, he the truth suppressed. 
Forced a frank look, and said he ** thought it best.*' 
'Not long they^d parted ere dispute arose ; 
The game they hunted quickly made them foes : 
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Some house, the father by his art had won, 

Seemed a fit cause of contest to the son. 

Who raised a claimant, and then found a way 

By a stanch witness to secure his prey. 

The people cursed him, but in times of need 

Trusted in one so certain to succeed : 

By law^s dark by-ways he had stored his mind 

With wicked knowledge, how to cheat mankind. 

Few are the freeholds in our ancient town ; 

A copy-right from heir to heir came down. 

From whence some heat arose, when there was doubt 

In point of heirship ; but the fire went out. 

Till our attorney had the art to raise 

The dying spark, and blow it to a blaze : 

For this he now began his fnends to treat ; 

His way to starve them was to make them eat. 

And drink oblivious draughts — to his applause 

It must be said, he never starved a cause ; 

He^d roast and boiled upon his board ; the boast 

Of half his victims was his boiTd and roast ; 

And these at every hour : — ^he seldom took 

Aside his client, till he^d praised his coc^ ; 

Nor to an office led him, there in pain 

To give his story and go out again ; 

But first, the brandy and tlie chine were seen. 

And then the business came by starts between. 
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" Well, if ^18 so, the house to you belongs ; 
** But have you money to redress these wrongs ? 
Nay, look not sad, my friend ; if you're correct, 
You'll find the friendship that you'd not expect." 
If right the man, the house was Swallow's own; 
If wrong, his kindness and good-will were shown : 
« Rogue !" « Villain !" " Scoundrel !" cried the losers all ; 
He let them cry, for what would that recall ? 
At length he left us, took a village seat, * 
And like a vulture look'd abroad for meat ; 
The Borough-booty, give it all its praise. 
Had only served the appetite to raise ; 
But if from simple heirs he drew their land. 
He might a noble feast at will command ; 
Still he proceeded by his former rules. 
His bait, their pleasures, when he fish'd for fools ; — 
Flagons and haunches on his board were placed. 
And subtle avarice look'd like thoughtless waste : 
Most of his friends, though youth from him had fled. 
Were ypung, were minors, of their eires in dread ; 
Or those whom widow'd mothers kept in bounds. 
And check'd their generous rage "for steeds and hounds ; 
Or such as travell'd 'cross the land to view 
A Christian's conflict with a boxing Jew : 
Some too. had run upon Newmarket heath 
With so much speed that they were out of breath ; 
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Others had tasted claret, till they now 
To humbler port would turn, and knew not how. 
All these for favours would to Swallow run. 
Who never sought their thanks for all he^d done ; 
He kindly took them by the hand, then bow^d 
Politely low, and thus his love avowed — 
(For he^d a way that many judged polite, 
A cunning dog — ^he'd fawn before he^d bite) — 
Observe, my friends, the frailty of our race 

When age unmans us — ^let me state a case : 
*^ There ^s our friend Rupert — ^we shall soon redress 
" His present evil— drink to our success — 
^^ I flatter not ; but did you ever see 
*^ Limbs better turned ? a prettier boy than he ? 
'^ His senses all acute, his passions such 

As nature gave — she never does too much ; 

His the bold wish the cup of joy to drain. 

And strength to bear it without qualm or pain. 
Now view his father as he dozing lies, 
^^ Whose senses wake not when he opes his eyes ; 

Who slips and shuffles when he means to walk. 

And lisps and gabbles if he tries to talk ; 

Feeling he's none, he could as soon destroy 

The earth itself, as aught it holds enjoy ; 
*^ A nurse attends him to lay straight his limbs, 
" Present his gru^l, and respect his whims : 
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^^ Now shall this dotard from our hero hold 
^^ His lands and lordships ? Shall he hide his gold ? 
^^ That which he cannot use, and dare not show, 
*^ And will net pve — ^why longer should he owe ? 
^' Yet, ^t would be murder should we snap the locks, 
^' And take the thing he worships from the box ; 
^' So let him dote and dream : but, till he die, 
^^ Shall not our generous heir receive supply ? 
" For ever sitting on the river's brink, 
^' And ever thirsty, shall he fear to drink ? 
** The means are simple, let him only wish, 
" ITien say he's willing, and I '11 fiU his dish." 

They all applauded, and not least the boy. 
Who now replied, " It fill'd his heart with joy 
" To find he needed not deliv'rance crave 
" Of death, or wish the justice in the grave ; 
" Who, while be spent, would every art retain, 
^^ Of luring home the scattered gold again ; 
^* Just as a fountain gaily spirts and plays 
" With what returns in still and secret ways." 

Short was the dream of bliss; he quickly found. 
His father's acres all were Swallow's ground. 
Yet to those arts would other heroes lend 
A willing ear, and Swallow was their friend ; 
Ever successful, some began to think 
That Satan help'd him to his pen and ink ; 
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And shrewd suqpidoiis ran about the place, 

*' There was a compact^ — ^I must leave the case. 

But of the parties, had the fiend been one. 

The buaness could not have been speedieFdone : 

Still when a man has an^ed day and night. 

The silliest gudgeons will refuse to bite: 

So Swallow tried no more ; but if they came 

To seek his fiiendship, that remained the same : 

Thus he retired in peace, and some would say 

He^d balk'^d his partner, and had leamM to pray. 

To this some zealots lent an ear, and sought 

How Swallow felt, -then said ** a change is wrought :^ 

^was true there wanted all the signs of grace. 

But there were strong professions in th^ place ; 

Then too, the less that men fr«Hn him expect. 

The more the praise to the converting sect ; 

He had not yet subscribed to all their creed. 

Nor own^d a call, but he confessed the need : 

His acquiescent speech, his gracious look. 

That pure attention, when the brethren spoke. 

Was all contrition, — ^he had fdt the wound. 

And with confes»on would again be sound. 

True, Swallow^s board had still the sumptuous treat ; 
But could they blame ? the warmest zealots eat : 
He drank — ^^twas needful his poor nerves to brace ; 
He swore-^'twas habit ; he was grieved — ^'twas grace : 
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What could they do a new-bom zeal to nurse ? 

** His wealth ^s undoubted — ^let him hold our purse; 

He ^11 add his bounty, and the house we ^11 raise 

Hard by the church, and gather all her strays ; 
** Well watch her sinners as they home retire, 
" And pluck the brands from the devouring fire.^ 

Alas ! such speech was but an empty boa^t ; 
The good men reckon^, but without their host ; 
Swallow, delighted, took the trusted store. 
And own^d the smn : they did not ask for more. 
Till more was needed; when they called for aid — 
And had it ? — No, their agent was afraid ; 
" Could he but know to whom he should refund, 
** He would most gladly — ^nay, heM go beyond ; 
** But when such numbers claimM, when some were gone, 
" And others going — ^he must hold it on ; , 
" The Lord would help them*" — Loud their anger grew, 
And while they threatening from his door withdrew. 
He bow^d politely low, and bade them all adieu. 

But lives the man by whom such deeds are done ? 
Yes, many such — but Swallow's race is nm ; 
His name is lost, — ^for though his sons have name. 
It is not his, they aU escape the shame ; 
Nor is there vestige now of all he had. 
His means are wasted, for his heir was mad : 
Still we of Swallow as a monster speak, 
A hard bad man, who preyed upon the weak. 
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The Worth and Excellence of the true Physician — ^Merit^ 
not the sole Cause of Success — Modes of advancing Re- 
putation—Motives of medical Men for publishing their 
Works — The great Evil of Quackery — Present State of 
advertising Quacks — Their Hazard — Some fail^ and why 
— Causes of Success — How Men of Understanding are pre- 
vailed .upon to have Recourse to Empirics^ and to permit 
their Names to be advertised — Evils of Quackery: to 
nervous Females : to Youth : to InfEints — History of an- 
advertising Empiric^ &c. 
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PROFESSIONS— PHYSIC. 

Next, to a graver tribe we turn pur view. 
And yield the praise to worth and science due ; 
But this with serious words and sober style. 
For these are friends with whom we seldom smile : 
Helpers of men* they're call'^d, and we confess 
Theirs the deep study, theirs the lucky guess ; 
We own that numbers join with care and skill, 
A temperate judgment, a devoted will ; 
Men who suppress their feelings, but who feel 
The painful symptoms they delight to heal ; 
Patient in all their trials, they sustain 
The starts of passion, the reproach of pain ; 
With hearts affected, but with looks serene. 
Intent they wait through all the solemn scene ; 

* Opiferque per orbem dicor. 
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Glad if a hope should rise from nature^s strife, 
To aid their skill and save the lingering life ; 
But this must virtue'^s generous effort be. 
And spring from nobler motives than a fee : 
To the physicians of the soul, and these, 
Turn the distressed for safety, hope, and ease. 

But as physicians of that nobler kind 
Have their warm zealots^ and their sectaries blind ; 
So among these for knowledge most renown''d. 
Are dreamers strange, and stubborn bigots found : 
Some, too, admitted to this honour'^d name. 
Have, without learning, found a way to fame ; 
And some by learning— young physicians write. 
To set their merit in the fairest light ; 
With them a treatise is a bait that draws 
Approving voices — ^tis to gain applause. 
And to exalt them in the public view. 
More than a life of worthy toil could do. 
When ^tis proposed to make the man renown''d. 
In every age, convenient doubts abound ; 
Convenient themes in every period start. 
Which he may treat with all the pomp of art ; 
Curious conjectures he may always make. 
And either side of dubious questions take : 
He may a system broach, or, if he please. 
Start new opinions of an old disease ; 
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Or may some simple in the woodland trace. 

And be its patron, till it runs its race ; 

As rustic damsels from their woods are won, 

And live in splendour till their race be run ; 

It weighs not much on what their powers be shown. 

When all his purpose is to make them known. 

To show the world what long experience gains, 
Requires not courage, though it calls for pains ; 
But at lifers outset to inform mankind. 
Is a bold effort of a valiant mind. 

The great good man, for noblest cause, displays 
What many labours taught, and many days ; 
These sound instruction from experience give. 
The others show us how they mean to hve ; 
That they have genius, and they hope mankind 
Will to its efforts be no longer blind. 

There are beside, whom powerful -friends advance. 
Whom fashion favours, person, patrons, chance : 
And merit sighs to see a fortune made 
By daring rashness or by dull parade. 

But these are trifling evils ; there is one 
Which walks unchecked, and triumphs in the sun : 
There was a time, when we beheld the quack. 
On public stage, the licensed trade attack ; 
He made his labour'^d speech with poor parade ; 
And then a laughing zany lent him aid : 

VOL. II. I 
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Smiling we pass*d him, but we felt the while 
Pity so much, that soon we ceased to smile ; 
Assured that fluent speech and flowery vest 
Disguised the troubles of a man distressed. 

But now our quacks are gamesters, and they play 
With craft and skill to ruin and betray; 
With monstrous promise they delude the mind. 
And thrive on all that tortures human-kind. 

Void of all honour, avaricious, rash, 
The daring tribe compound their boasted trash — 
Tincture or syrup, lotion, drop or pill ; 
All tempt the sick to trust the lying bill ; 
And twenty names of cobblers turned to squires. 
Aid the bold language of these blushless liars. 
There are among them those who cannot read. 
And yet they 11 buy a patent, and succeed ; 
Will dare to promise dying sufferers aid. 
For who, when dead, can threaten or upbraid ? 
yfith cruel avarice still they recommend 
More draughts, more syrup to the journey's end : 
" I feel it not T— " Then take it every hour :'' 
" It makes me worse ;" — " Why then it shows its power :'" 
** I fear to die (^ — " Let not your spirits sink, 
** YouVe always safe, while you believe and drink.'" 

How strange to add, in this nefarious trade. 
That men of parts are dupes by dunces made : 
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That creatures, nature meant should clean our streets, 
Have purchased lands and mansions, parks and seats ; 
Wretches with conscience so obtuse, they leave 
Their untaught sons their parents to deceive ; 
And when theyVe laid upon their dying-bed. 
No thought of murder comes into their head ; 
Nor one revengeful ghost to them appears. 
To fill the soul with penitential fears. 

Yet not the whole of this imposing train 
Their gardens, seats, and carriages obtain ; 
Chiefly, indeed, they to the robbers fall. 
Who are most fitted to disgrace them all : 
But there is hazard— patents must be bought. 
Venders and puffers for the poison sought ; 
And then in many a paper through the year. 
Must cures and cases, oaths and proofs appear ; 
Men snatched from graves, as they were dropping in. 
Their lungs cough'd up, their bones pierced through their 

skin; 
Their liver aU one scirrhus, and the frame 
Poisorfd with evils which they dare not name ; 
Men who spent all upon physicians^ fees. 
Who never slept, nor had a moment's ease. 
Are now as roaches sound, and aU as brisk as bees. 

If the sick gudgeons to the bait attend. 
And come in shoals, the angler gains hid end ; 
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But should the advertisiiig cash be spent. 

Ere yet the town has due attention lent. 

Then bursts the bubble, and the hungry cheat 

Pines for the bread he ill deserves to eat ; 

It is a lottery, and he shares perhaps 

The rich man''s feast, or b^s the pauperis scraps. 

From powerful causes spring th^ empiric^s gains^ 
Man^s loTe of life, his weakness, and his pains ; 
These first induce him the vile trash to try. 
Then lend his name, that other men may buy : 
This love of life, which in our nature rules^ 
To vile imposture makes us dupes and tools ; 
Then pain compels th^ impatient soul to seize 
On promised hopes of instantaneous ease ; 
And weakness too with every wish complies. 
Worn out and won by importunities. 

Troubled with something in your bile or blood. 
You think your doctor does you little good ; 
And, grown impatient, you require in haste 
The nervous cordial, nor dislike the taste ; 
It comforts, heals, and strengthens ; nay, you think 
It makes you better every time you drink ; 
** Then lend your name^ — ^you Ve loth, but yet confess 
Its powers are great, and so you acquiesce : 
Yet think a moment, ere your name you lend, 
With whose *tis placed, and what you recommend ; 
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Who tipples brandy will some comfort feel. 
But will he to the medicine set his seal ? 
Wait, and you ^11 find the cordial you admire 
Has added fuel to your fever^s fire : 
Say, should a robber chance your purse to spare, 
Woidd you the honour of the man declare ? 
Would you assist his purpose ? swell his crime ? 
Besides, he might not spare a second time. 

Compassion sometimes sets the fatal sign ; 
The man was poor, and humbly begged a line ; 
Else how should noble names and titles back 
The spreading praise of some advent'^rous quack ? 
But he the moment watches, and entreats 
Your honour's name, — ^your honour joins the cheats ; 
You judged the med'^cine harmless, and you lent 
What help you could, and with the best intent ; . 
But can it please you, thus to league with all 
Whom he can beg or bribe to swell the scrawl ? 
Would you these wrappers with your name adorn. 
Which hold the poison for the yet imbom ? 

No class escapes them — ^from the poor man'^s pay, 
The nostrum takes no trifling part away ; 
See ! those square patent bottles from the shop, . 
Now decoration to the cupboard's top ; 
And there a favourite hoard you'll find within. 
Companions meet ! the julep and the giiL 
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lime too with cash is wasted ; 'tis the &te 

Of real helpers to be calTd too late ; 

This find the mck, wheo (time and patience gone) 

Death with a tenfold terror hurries on. 
Suppose the case surpasses human skill. 

There comes a quack to flatter weakness still ; 

What greater evil can a. flatte^r do, 

Than from himself to take the sufferer's view ? 

To turn from sacred thoughts his reasoning powers. 

And rob a umier of his dying hours ? 

Yet this they dare, and craving to the last. 

In hope's strong bondage hold their victim fast : 

For soul or body no concern have they, 

All th^ inquiry, " Can the patient pay P 

" And will he swallow draughts until his dying day ?" 

Observe what ills to nervous females flow, 
When the heart flutters, and the pulse is low; 

If once induced these cordial raps to try. 

All feel the ease, and few the danger fly ; 

For while obtiun'd, of drams they've all the force. 

And when denied, then drams are the resource. 

Nor these the only evils — there are those 
Who for the troubled mind prepare re^)oBe ; 
They write ; the young are tenderly address'd, 
Much danger hinted, much concern expressed ; 
They dwell on freedoms lads are prone to take, 
1 makeH the doctor tremble for their sake ; 
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Still if the youthful patient will but trust 
In one so kind, so pitiful, and just ; 

• 

If he will take the tonic all the time, 

And hold but moderate intercourse with crime ; 

The sage will gravely give his honest word. 

That strength and spirits shall be both restored ; 

In plainer English — ^if you mean to sin, 

Fly to the drops, and instantly begin. 

Who would not lend a S3m]^thizing sigh, 
To hear yon infant'^s pity-moving cry ? 
That feeble sob, unlike the new-born note. 
Which came with vigour from the opening throat ; 
When air and light iSrst rush'd on lungs and eyes. 
And there was life and spirit in the cries ; 
Now an abortive, faint attempt to weep, 
Is all we hear ; sensation is asleep : 
The boy was healthy, and at first expressed 
His feelings loudly, when he fail'^d to rest ; 
When cramm'^d with food, and tightened every limb. 
To cry aloud, was what pertained to him ; 
Then the good nurse, (who, had she borne a brain. 
Had sought the cause that made her babe complain,) 
Has all her efforts, loving soul ! applied, 
To set the cry, and not the cause, aside ; 
She gave her powerful sweet without remorse. 
The sleeping cordial — ^she had tried its force, 
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Repeating oft : the infant freed from pain. 
Rejected food, but took the dose again, 
Sinking to sleep ; while she her joy expressed, 
That her dear charge could sweetly take his rest : 
Soon may she spare her cordial ; not a doubt 
Remains, but quickly he will rest without. 

This moves our grief and pity, and we sigh 
To think what numbers from these causes die ; 
But what contempt and anger should we show. 
Did we the lives of these impostors know ! 

Ere for the world^s I left the cares of school. 
One I remember who assumed the fool : 
A part well suited — ^when the idler boys 
Would shout around him, and he loved the noise; 
They caiTA him Neddy ; — Neddy had the art 
To play with skill his ignominious part ; 
When he his trifles would for sale display, 
And act the mimic for a schoolboy'^s pay. 
For many years he plied his humble trade. 
And used his tricks and talents> to persuade ; 
The fellow barely read, but chanced to look 
Among the fragments of a tattered book ; 
Where after many efforts made to spell 
One puzzling word, he found it oaymel; 
A potent thing, ^twas said, to cure the ills 
Of ailing lungs — the oxymel qfsquHls : 
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Squills he procured, but found the bitter strong. 
And most unpleasant ; none would take it long ; 
But the pure acid and the sweet would make 
A med^dne numbers would for pleasure take. 

There was a fellow near, an artful knave. 
Who knew the plan, and much assistance gave ; 
He wrote the piifFs, and every talent plied . 
To make it sell : it sdd, and then he died. 

Now all the profit fell to Ned'^s control. 
And Pride and Avarice quarrelPd for his soul ; 
When mighty profits by the trash were made. 
Pride built a palace, Avarice groan'd and paid ; 
Pride placed the signs of grandeur all dbout. 
And Avarice barred his friends and children out. 

Now see him doctor ! yes, the idle fool. 
The butt, the robber of the lads at school ; 
Who then knew nothing, nothing since acquired. 
Became a doctor, honoured and admired ; 
His dress, his frown, his dignity were such, 
Some who had known him thought his knowledge much ; 
Nay, men of skill, of apprehension quick. 
Spite of their knowledge, trusted him when sick : 
Though he could neither reason, write, nor spell. 
They yet had hope his trash would make them well ; 
And while they scorned his parts, they took his oxymel. 
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Oh ! when his nerves had once received a shock. 
Sir Isaac Newton might have gone to Rock : * 
Hence impo^tions of the grossest kind. 
Hence thought is feeble, understanding blind ; 
Hence sums enormous by thos€f cheats are made, 
And deaths unnumber'^d by their dreadful trade. 

Alas ! in vain is my contempt expressed. 
To stronger passions are their words addressed ; 
To pain, to fear, to terror their appeal. 
To those who, weakly reasoning, strongly feeL 

What then our hopes ? — perhaps there may by law 
Be method found, these pests to curb and awe ; 
Yet in this land of freedom, law is slack 
With any being to commence attack ; 
Then let us trust to scienee — there are those 
Who can their falsehoods and their frauds disclose, 
All their vile trash detect, and their low tricks expose : 
Perhaps their numbers may in time confound 
Their arts — as scorpions give themselves the wound : 
For when these curers dwell in every place. 
While of the cured we not a man can trace. 
Strong truth may then the public mind persuade. 
And spoil the fruits of this nefarious trade. 

* An aDjaric who JkmrUhed at the same time with this great man. 
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Non posffldentem multa vocaveris 
Recte beatum : rectius occupat 
Nomen Beati, qui Deomm 
Muneiibus.sapienter uti, 
Duramque callet pauperiem pati. 

Hor. lib. iv. od. 9. 

Non uxor salvum te vult, non filius : omnes 
Vidni oderunt; noti, pueri atque puelUe. 
Miiaris, cum tu a^ento post omnia' ponas. 
Si nemo prsBstet, quern non merearis, amoiem ? 

Hor. Sat. Ub. 1. 

Non propter vitam fiudunt patiimonia quidam, 
Sed vitio caed propter patrimonia viyunt. 

Juvenal, Sat 12. 
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TRADES. 



Of manufactures, trade, inventions rare, 
Steam-towers and looms, you 'd know our Borough's share— 
'Tis small : we boast not these rich subjects here. 
Who hazard thrice ten thousand pounds a year; 
WeVe no huge buildings, where incessant noise 
Is made by springs and spindles, girls and boys ; 
Where, 'mid such thundering soimds, the maiden's song 
Is ^^ Harmony in Uproar"" <^^ all day long. 

Still common minds with us in common trade, 
Have gain'd more wealth than ever student made ; 
And yet a merchant, when he gives his son 
His college-learning, thinks his duty done ; 
A way to wealth he leaves his boy to find. 
Just when he's made for the discovery blind. 
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Jones and his wife perceived their elder boy 
Tocfk to his learning, and it gave them joy ; 
This they .encouraged, and were blessed to see 
Th^ son a fellow with a high degree ; 
A living fell, he married, and his sire 
Declared ^twas all a father could require ; 
Children then blessed them, and when letters came. 
The parents proudly told each grandchild'^s name. 

'Meantime the sons at home in trade were placed. 
Money their object — just the father'^s taste ; 
Saving he hved and long, and when he died, 

r 

He gave them all his fortune to divide : 

^^ Martin,'^ said he, " at vast expense was taught; 

" He gain'^d his wish, and has the ease he sought'' 
Thus the good priest (the Christian-scholar !) finds 

What estimate is made by vulgar minds ; 

He sees his brothers, who had every gift 

Of thriving, now assisted in their thrift ; 

While he whom learning, habits, all prevent. 

Is largely mulct for each impediment. 

Yet let us owil that trade has much of chance. 

Not all the careful by their care advance ; 

With the same parts and prospects, one a seat 

Builds for himself; one finds it in the Fleet, 

Then to the wealthy you will see denied 

Comforts and joys that with the poor abide : 
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There are who labour through the year, and yet 
No more have gain'^d than — ^not to. be in debt ; 
Who still maintain the same laborious course, 
Yet pleasure hails them from some favourite source ; 
And health, amusements, children, wife or fiiend, 
With life's dull views their consolations blend. 

Nor these alone possess the lenient power 
Of soothing Ufe in the desponding hour ; 
Some favourite studies, some delightful care. 
The mind, with trouble and distresses, share; 
And by a coin, a flower, a verse, a boat. 
The stagnant spirits have been set afloat ; 
They pleased at first, and then the habit grew, 
Till the fond heart no higher pleasure knew ; 
Till, from all cares and other comforts freed, 
Th' important nothing took in life the lead. 

With all his phlegm, it broke a Dutchman's hearty 
At a vAst price, with one loved root to part ; 
And toys like these fill many a British mind. 
Although their hearts are found of firmer kind. 

Oft have I smiled the happy pride to see 
Of humble tradesmen, in their evening glee ; 
When of some pleasing, fancied good possessed, 
Each grew alert, was busy, and was bless'd ; 
Whether the call-bird yield the hour's delight^ 
Or, magnified in microscope, the mite ; 
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Or whether tumblers, croppers, carriers seize 
The gentle mind, they rule it and they please. 

There is my fnend the Weaver; strong desires 
Reign in his breast; ^tis beauty he admires : 
See ! to the shady grove he wings his way, 
And feels in hope the raptures of the day — 
Eager he looks; and soon, to glad his eyes. 
From the sweet bower, by nature formed, arise 
Bright troops of virgin moths and fresh-bom butterflies ; 
Who broke that morning from their half-year''s sleep. 
To fly o'er flowVs where they were wont to creep. 

Above the sovereign oak, a sovereign skims. 
The purple EmpVor, strong in wing and limbs : 
There fair Camilla takes her flight serene, 
Adonis blue, and Paphia, silver-queen; 
With every filmy fly from mead or bower. 
And hungry Sphinx who threads the honeyM flower ; 
She o'er die Larkspur's bed, where sweets abound, 
Views ev'ry bell, and hums th' approving sound ; 
Poised on her busy plumes, with feeling nice 
She draws from, every flower, nor tries a floret twice. 

He fears no bailiff's wrath, no baron's blame. 
His is untax'd and undisputed game ; 
Nor less the place of curious plant he knows ; ^^* 
He both his Flora and his Fauna shows ; 



LET. Vin. TRADES. 1^ 

For him is blooming in its rich array 

The glorious flower which bore the palm away ; 

In vain a rival tried his utmost art. 

His was the prize, and joy o'erflow^d his heart. 

" This, this ! is beauty ; cast, I pray, your eyes 
" On this my glory ! see the grace ! the size ! 
" Was ever stem so tall, so stout, so strong, 
" Exact in breadth, in just proportion, long ! 
^^ These brilliant hues are all distinct and clean, 
^^ No kindred tint, no blending streaks between ; 
^* This is no shaded, run-ofF<^^, pin-eyed ^*^ thing, 
" A king of flowers, a flower for England^s king : 
** I own my pride, and thank the favouring star, 
^* Which shed such beauty on my fair Bizarre <*^.'* 

Thus may the poor the cheap indulgence seize. 
While the most wealthy pine and pray for ease ; 
Content not always waits upon success. 
And more may he enjoy who profits less. 

Walter and William took (their father dead) 
Jointly the trade to which they both were bred ; 
When fix'^d, they married, and they quickly found 
With due success their honest labours .crown'*d : 
Few were their losses, bXit although a few, 
Walter was vex'd, and somewhat peevish grew : 

You put your trust in every pleading fool,'^ 
Said he to William, and grew strange and cool. 

VOL. IT. K 
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" Brother, forbear," he answered; " take your due, 
" Nor let my lack of caution injure you :" 
Half Mends they parted,: — better so to close, 
Than longer wait to part entirely foes. 

Walter had knowledge, prudence, jealous care ; 
He let no idle views his bosom share ; 
He never thought nor felt for other men — 
** Let one mind one, and all are minded then.'' 
Friends he respected, and believed th^n just, 
But they were men, and he would no man trust; 
He tried and watch'd his people day and night, — 
The good it barm'd not; for the bad 'twas ri^t: 
He could their humours bear, nay disrespect, 
But he could yield no pardon. to neglect; 
That all about him were of him afraid, 
" Was right," he said — " so should we be obey'd." 

These merchant'jnaxims, much good-fortune too. 
And ever keeping one grand point in view, 
To vast amount his once small portion drew. 

William was kind and easy ; he complied 
With all requests, or grieved when he denied ; 
To please his wif« he made a costly trip, 
To please his child he let a bargain slip ; 
Prone to compasMon, mild with the distressed, 
He bore 'with all who poverty professed, 
And some would he assist, nor one would he arrest. 
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He had some loss at sea, bad debts at land, 

His clerk absconded with some bills in hand. 

And plans so often fail'^d that he no longer plaifti'^d. 

To a small house (his brother's) he withdrew, 

At easy rent — ^the man was not a Jew; 

Aixd there his losses and his cares he bore, 

Nor found that want of wealth could make him poor. 

No, he in fact was rich ; nor could he move, 
But he was follow'*d by the looks of love ; 
All he had sufFerM, every former grief. 
Made those around more studious in relief; 
He saw a cheerful smile in every face. 
And lost all thoughts of error and disgrace. 
Pleasant it was to see them in their walk 
Round their small garden, and to hear them talk; 
Free are their children, but their love refrains 
From all offence — none murmurs, none complains ; 
Whether a book amused them, speech or play. 
Their looks were lively, and their hearts were gay ; 
There no forced efforts for delight were made, ' 
Joy came with prudence, and without parade ; 
Their common comforts they had all in view, 
Light were their troubles, and their wishes few : 
Thrift made them easy for the coming day, 
Reli^on took the dread of death away; 

k2 
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A cheerful spirit still insured content, 
And love smiled round them wheresoever tbey went. 
Walter, meantime, with all his wealth^s increase. 
Grained many points, but could not purchase peace ; 
When he withdrew from bu^ness for an hour. 
Some fled his presence, all confessed Ms power ; r 
He sought affection, but received instead 
Fear undisguised, and love-repelling dread ; 
He look'd around him — *' Harriet, dost thou love T" 
** I do my duty,*^ said the timid dove ; 
*' Crood Heaven, your duty ! prithee, tell me now — 
'* To love and honour — was not that your vow ? 
" Come, my good Harriet, I would gladly seek 
" Your inmost thought — Why can't the woman speak ? 
" Have you not all things ?" — " Sir, do I complain V — 
" No, that's my part, which I perform in vain ; 
" I want a simple anawer, and direct— 
" But you evade ; yes 1 'tis as I suspect. 
" Come then, my children ! Watt \ upon your knees 
" Vow that you love me." — " Yes, m, if you please." — 
*' Ag^ I by Heav^, it mads me; I require 
*' Love, and they'll do whatever I de^re : 
" Thus too my people shun me ; I would spend 
" A thousand pounds to get- a single friend ; 
" I would be happy — I have means to pay 
" For love and friendship, and you run away ; 
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Ungrateful creatures ! why, you seem to dread 
My very looks ; I know you wish me dead. 

" Come hither, Nancy ! you must hold me dear ; 

** Hither, I say ; why ! what have you to fear ? 

" You see I "^m gentle — Come, you trifler, come ; 

" My God ! she trembles ! Idiot, leave the room ! 

**' Madam! your. children hate me; I suppose 

" They know th^ cue : you make them all my foes ; 

** I 'ye not a friend in all the world — ^not one : 

^* I 'd be a bankrupt sooner ; nay, 'tis done ; 

'* In every better hope of life I fail, 

^^ You're all tormentors, and my house a jail ; 

** Out of my sight ! I '11 sit and make my will — 
What, glad to go? stay, devils, and be still ; 
'Tis to your uncle's cot you wish to run, 

^^ To learn to live at ease and be undone ; 

'^ Him you can love, who lost his whole estate, 

*^ And I, who gain you fortunes, have your hate ; 
'Tis in my absence, you yourselves enjoy : 
Tom ! are you glad to lose me ? tell me, boy : 
Yes ! does he answer ?" — " Yes ! upon my soul ;" 
No awe, no fear, no duty, no control ! 
Away ! away ! ten thousand devils seize 
All I possess, and plunder where they please ! 

" What's wealth ta me ? — ^yes, yes ! it ^ves me sway, 

" And you shall feel it — Gro ! begone, I say." 









NOTES TO LETTER VIII. 



Note 1^ page 125> line 8. 
Is '' Harmony in Uproar" all day long. 
The title of a short piece of humour by Arbuthnot. 

Note 2, page 128, line 24. 

Nor less the place of curious plant he knows. 

In botanical language ^' the habitat" the favourite soil or 
fiituation of the more scarce spedes. 

Note 3y page 129, line .11. 

This is no shaded, run-<ff, pin-eyed thing.^ 

This, it must be acknowledged, is contrary to the opinion 
of Thomson, and I believe of some other poets, who, in 
-describing the varying hues of our most beautiful flowers, 
have considered them as lost and blended with each other; 
whereas their beauty, in the eye of a florist (and I conceive 
in that of the uninitiated also), depends upon the distinct- 
ness of their colours : the stronger the bounding line, and 
the less they break into the neighbouring tint, so much the 
richer and more valuable is the flower esteemed. 
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Note 4, page 129^ line 11.' 

Pinned. 

An auricula^ or any other single flower^ is so called when 
the stigma (the part which arises from the seed-yessel) is 
protruded beyond the tube of the flower^ and becomes visible. 

Note 5, page 129> line 14. 

Which shed such beauty on my fair Bizarre, 

This word^ so far as it relates to flowers^ means those 
variegated with three or more colours irregularly and inde- 
terminately. 
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Inteipone tuis interdum gaudia cuxis, 
Ut possis animo quemvis suffeire laborecn. 

Catull lib. 3. 
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. . Nostra fatiscat 
Laxaturque chelys, vires insdgat alitque 
Tempestiva quies, major post otia virtus. 

StafiMS Sylv. lib. 4. 



Jamque mare et tellus nullum discrimen habebant; 
Omnia pontus erant : deerant quoque littora ponto. 

Ovid Metamorph, lib. 1. 



Common Amusements of a Bathing-place— Morning Rides, 
Walks^ &c. — Company resorting to the Town — Different 
Choice of Lodgings — Cheap Indulgences — Sea-side Walks 
— ^Wealthy Invalid — Summer-Evening on the Sands — Sea 
Productions — "Water parted from the Sea" — ^Winter 
Views serene— ^In what Cases to be avoided — Sailing upon 
the River — ^A small Islet of Sand off the Coast — ^Visited 
by Company — Covered by the Flowing of the Tide- 
Adventure in that Place. 



THE BOROUGH. 



LETTER IX. 



AMUSEMENTS, 



Of our amusements ask you ? — We amuse 
Ourselves and friends with sea-side walks and views, 
Or take a morning ride, a novel, or the news ; 
Or, seeking nothing, glide about the street, 
And so engaged, with various parties meet ; 
Awhile we stop, discourse of wind and tide, 
Bathing and books, the rafl9e, and the ride : 
Thus, with the aid which shops and sailing give, 
Life passes on ; ^tis labour, but we live. 

When evening comes, our invalids awake. 
Nerves cease to tremble, heads forbear to ache ; 
Then cheerful meals the sunken spirits raise. 
Cards or the dance, wine, visiting, or plays. 

Soon as the season comes, and crowds arrive, 
To their superior rooms the Wealthy drive ; 
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Others look round for lodging snug and small, 
Such is their taste — they Ve hatred to a hall; • 
Hence one his favMte habitation gets, 
The brick-floored parlour which the butcher lets ; 
Where, through his single light, he may regard 
The various business of a common yard. 
Bounded by backs of buildings form'd of clay, 
By stable, sties, and coops, et-caetera. 

The needy-vain, themselves awhile to shun. 
For dissipation to these dog-holes run ; 
Where each (assuming petty pomp) appears. 
And quite forgets the shopboard and the shears. 

For them are cheap amusements : they may slip 
Beyond the town and take a private dip ; 
When they may urge that, to be safe they mean. 
They Ve heard there ^s danger in a Ught machine; 
They too can gratis move the quays about, * 
And gather kind replies to every doubt ; 
There they a pacing, lounging tribe may view. 
The stranger^s guides, who've little else to do; 
The Borough's placemen, where no more they gain 
Than keeps them idle, dvil, poor, and vain. 
Then may the poorest with the wealthy look 
On ocean, glorious page of Nature's book ! 
May see its varying views in every hour. 
All softness now, then rising with all power, 
As sleeping to invite, or threatening to devour : 
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'Tis this which gives us all our choicest views ; 
Its waters heal us, and its shores amuse. 

See ! those fair nymphe upon that rising strand^ 
Yon long salt lake has parted from the land ; 
Well pleased to press that path, so clean, so pure, 
To seem in danger, yet to feel secure ; 
Trifling with ten-or, while they strive to shun 
The curling biUows ; laughing as they run ; 
They know the neck that joins the shore and sea, 
Or, ah ! how changed that fearless laugh would be. 

Observe how various parties take their way. 
By sea-side walks, or make the sand-hills gay; 
There group'd are laughing maids and sighing swains, 
And some apart who feel unpitied pains; 
Pains from diseases, pains which those who feel. 
To the physician, not the fair, reveal : 
For nymphs (propitious to the lover's sigh) 
Leave these poor patients to complain and die. 

Lo ! where on that huge anchor sadly leans 
That sick tall figure, lost in other scenes ; 
He late from India's clime impatient sailed. 
There, as his fortune grew, his spirits failed ; 
For each delight, in search of wealth he went. 
For ease alone, the wealth acquired is spent-^ 
And spent in vain ; enrich'd, aggrieved, he sees 
The envied poor possessed of joy and ease : 
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And now he flies from place to place, to gain 
Strength for enjoyment, and still flies in vain : 
Mark ! with what sadness, of that pleasant crew, 
Boist'rous in mirth, he takes a transient view ; 
And fixing then his eye upon the sea, 
Thinks what has been and what must sh<»tly be : 
Is it not strange that man should health destroy. 
For. joys that come when he is dead to joy ? 

Now is it pleasant in the sumrner-e^e^ 
When a broad shore retiring waters leave. 
Awhile to wait upon the fltm fair sand. 
When all is calm at sea, all stiU at land ; 
And there the oeean'^s produce to explore. 
As floatii^ by, or rolling on the shore ; 
Those living jellies (^) which the flesh inflame, 
Ifieree as a nettle, and from that its name ; 
Some in huge masses, some that you may bring 
In the small compass of a lady^s ring ; 
Figured by hand divine — ^there 's not a gem 
Wrought by man^s art to be compared to them ; 
Soft, brilliant, tender, through the wave they glow. 
And make the moonbeam brighter where they flow. 
Involved in sea-wrack, here you find a race. 
Which science doubting, knows not where to place ; 
On shell or stone is dropped the embryo-seed, 
And quickly vegetates a vital breed ^^K 
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While thus with pleasing wonder you inspect 
Treasures the vulgar in their scorn reject, 
See as they float along th^ entangled weeds 
Slowly approach, upborne on bladdery beads ; 
Wait till they land, and you shall then behold 
The fiery sparks those tangled frons^ infold, 
Myriads of living points^?; th' unaided eye 
Gan but the fire and not the form descry. 
And now your view upon the ocean turn. 
And there the splendour of the waves discern ; 
Cast but a stone, or strike them with an oar. 
And you shall flames within the deep explore ; 
Or scoop the stream phosphoric as you stand. 
And the cold flames shall flash along your hand ; 
When, lost in wonder, you shall walk and gaze 
On weeds that sparkle, and on waves that blaze ^^^ 

The ocean too has winter-views serene. 
When all you see through densest fog is seen ; 
When you can hear the fishers near at hand 
Distinctly speak, yet see not where they stand ; 
Or sometimes them and not their boat discern. 
Or half-conceaTd some figure at the stem ; 
The view's all bounded, and from side to side 
Your utmost prospect but a few ells wide ; 
Boys who, on shore, to sea the pebble cast. 
Will hear it strike against the viewless mast ; 
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While the stem boatman growls his fierce disdain, 
At whom he knows not, whom he threats in vain. 

^Tis pleasant then to view the nets float past. 
Net after net till you have seen the last; 
And as you wait till all beyond you slip, 
A boat comes gliding from an anchored ship, 
Breaking the silence with the dipping oar. 
And their own tones, as labouring for the shore ; 
Those measured tones which with the scene agree, * 
And g^ve a sadness to serenity. 

All scenes like these the tender maid should shudi, 
Nor to a misty beach in autumn run ; 
Much should she guard against the evening cold, ' 
And her slight shape with fleecy warmth infold ; 
This she admits, but not with so much ease 
Gives up the night-walk when th^ attendants please: 
Her have I seen, pale, vapoured through the day. 
With crowded parties at the midnight play ; 
Faint in the mom, no powers could she exert ; 
At night with Fam delighted and alert ; 
In a small shop she^s raffled with a crowd. 
Breathed the thick air, and coughed and laughed aloud ; 
She who will tremble if her eye explore 
^^ The smallest monstrous mouse that creeps on floor ;^ 
Whom the kind doctor charged with shaking head. 
At early hour to quit the beaux for bed : 
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She has, contemning fear, gone down tlie dance. 
Till she perceived the rosy mom advance ; 
Then has she wondered, fainting o'er her tea, 
Her drops and julep should so useless be : 
Ah ! sure her joys must ravish every sense. 
Who buys a portion at such vast expense. 
Among those joys, ^tis one at eve to sail 
On the broad river unth a favourite gale ; 
When no rough waves upon the bosom ride. 
But the ke^l cuts, nor rises on the tide ; 
Safe from the stream the nearer gunwale stands, 
Where playful children trail their idle hands : 
Or strive to catch long grassy leaves that float 
On either side of the impeded boat ; 
What time the moon arising shows the mud, 
A shining border to the silver flood : 
When, by her dubious light, the meanest views. 
Chalk, stones, and stakes, obtain the richest hues ; 
And when the cattle, as they gazing stand. 
Seem nobler objects than when viewed from land : 
Then anchored vessels in the way appear. 
And sea-boys greet them as they pass — " What cheer?*" 
The sleeping sheU^-ducks at the sound arise. 
And utter loud' their unharmonious cries; 
Fluttering they move their weedy beds among, 
Or instant diving, hide their plumeless young. 

VOL. II. L 
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Along the wall, returning from the town, 
The weary rustic homeward wanders down ; 
Who stops and gazes at such joyous crew, 
And feels his envy rising at the view ; 
He the light speech and laugh indignant hears, 
And feels more pressed by want, more vex'd by fears. 

Ah ! go in peace, good fellow, to thine home. 
Nor fancy these escape the general doom ; 
Gay as they seem, be sure with them are hearts 
With sorrow tried ; there ^s sadness in their parts : 
If thou couldst see them when they think alone, 
Mirth, music, friends, and these amusements gone ; 
Couldst thou discover every secret ill 
That pains their spirit, or resists their will ; 
Couldst thou behold f(»*saken Lovers distress. 
Or Envy''s pang at glory and success. 
Or Beauty, conscious of the spoils of Time, 
Or Guilt alarmed when Memory shows the crime ; 
All that gives sorrow, terror, grief, and gloom ; 
Content would cheer thee trudging to thine home^*^ 

There are, "'tis true, who lay their cares aside. 
And bid some hours in calm enjoyment glide ; 
Perchance some fair-one to the sober night 
Adds (by the sweetness of her song) delight ; 
And, as the music on the water floats, 
Some bolder shore returns the softenM nptes ; 
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Then, youth, beware, for all around conspire 

To banish caution and to wake desire ; 

The day's amusement, feasting, beauty, wine. 

These accents sweet and this soft hour combine, 

When most unguarded, then to win that heart of thine : 

But see, they land ! the fond enchantment flies. 

And in its place life's common views arise. 

Sometimes a party, row'd from town, will land 



On a small islet formed of shelly sand, 
Left by the water when the tides are. low, 
But which the floods in their return overflow : 
There will they anchor, pleased awhile to view 
The watery waste, a prospect wild andnew ; 
The now receding billows give them space. 
On either side the growing shores to pace ; 
And then returning, they contract the scene, 
TiU small and smaller grows the walk between ; 
As sea to sea approaches, shore to shores. 
Till the next ebb the sandy isle restores. 

Then what alarm ! what danger and dismay, 
If all their trust, their boat should drift away; 
And once it happened — ^gay the friends advanced, 
They walk'd, they ran, they play'd,' they sang, they 

danced; 
The urns were boihng, arid the cups went round. 
And not a grave or thoughtful face was found ; 

l2 
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On the bright sand they trod with nimble feet. 
Dry shelly sand that made the summer-seat ; 
The wondering mews flew fluttering o^er the head^ 
And waves ran softly up their shining bed. 

Some formed a party from the rest to stray. 
Pleased to collect the trifles in their way ; 
These to behold they call th^ friends around. 
No friends can hear, or hear another sound ; 
AlarmM, they hasten, yet perceive not why. 
But catch the fear that quickens as they fly. 

For lo ! a lady sage, who paced the sand 
With her fair children, one in either hand, 
Intent on home, had tumM, and saw the boat 
Slipped from her moorings, and now far afloat; 
She gazed, she trembled, and though faint her call. 
It seemed, like thunder, to confound them all. 
Their sailor-guides, the boatman and his mate, 
Had drank, and slept regardless of their state ; 
** Awake V* they cried aloud ; *' Alarm the shore ! 
** Shout all, or never shall we readi it more T 
Alas ! no shout the distant land can reach. 
Nor eye behold them from the foggy beach : 
Again they join in one loud powerful cry, 
Then cease, and eager listen for reply ; 
None cajne — the rising wind blew sadly by : 
They shout once more, and then they turn aside, 
To see how quickly flowed the coming tide ; , 
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Between «ach cry they find the waters steal 

On their strange prison, and new horrors feel ; 

Foot after foot on the contracted ground 

The billows fall, and dreadful is the sound ; 

Less and yet less the sinking isle became. 

And there w^ wailing, weeping, wrath, and blame. 

Had one been there, with spirit strong and high. 
Who could observe, as he prepared to die. 
He might have seen of hearts the varying kind. 
And traced the movement of each different mind ; 
He might have seen, that not the gentle maid 
Was more than stem and haughty man afraid ; 
Such, calmly grieving, will their fears suppress. 
And silent prayers to Mercy^s throne address ; 
While fiercer minds, impatient, angry, loud, 
Force their vain grief on the reluctant crowd: 
The party''s patron, sorely sighing, cried, 
** Why would you urge me ? I at first denied."" 
Fiercely they answered, " Why will you complain, 
** Who saw no danger, or was wam'*d in vain ?'' 
A few essayed the troubled soul to calm. 
But dread prevailed, and anguish and alarm. 

Now rose the water through the lessening sand, 
And they seemM sinking while they yet could stand ; 
The sun went down, they looked from dde to side. 
Nor aught except the gathering sea descried ; 
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Dark and more dark^ more wet, more cold it grew. 
And the most lively bade to hope adieu ; 
Children, by love then lifted from the seas. 
Felt not the waters at the parents^ knees. 
But wept aloud ; the wind increased the sound. 
And the cold billows as they broke around. 

^^ Once more, yet once again, with all our strength, 
" Cry to the land — ^we riiay be heard at length.'* 
Vain hope, if yet unseen ! but hark ! an oar. 
That sound of bliss 1 comes dashing to their shore ; 
Still, still the water rises, " Haste !'' they cry, 
** Oh ! hurry, seamen ; in delay we die :** 
(Seamen wjere these, who in their ship perceived 
The drifted boat, and thus her crew relieved.) 
And now the keel just cuts the covered sand. 
Now to the gunwale stretches every hand : 
With trembling pleasure all confused embark. 
And kiss the tackling of their welcome ark ; 
While the most giddy, as they reach the shore; 
Think of their danger, and their God Bjiore, 
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Note 1, page 142^ line 15. 

Those living jellies which the flesh inflame. 

Some of the smaller species of the Medusa (sea-nettle) are 
exquisitely beautiful : their form is nearly oval, varied with 
serrated longitudinal lines ; they are extremely tender, and 
by no means which I am acquainted with can be preserved, 
for they soon dissolve in either spirit of wine or water, and 
lose every vestige of their shape, and indeed of their substance : 
the larger species are found in mis-shapen masses of many 
pounds weight ; these, when handled, have the effect of the 
nettle, and the stinging is often accompanied or succeeded by 
the more unpleasant feeling, perhaps in a slight degree re- 
sembling that caused by the torpedo. 

Note 2, page 142, line last. 

And quickly vegetates a vital breed. 

Various tribes and species of marine vermes are here meant : 
that which so nearly resembles a vegetable in its form, and 
perhaps, in some degree, manner of growth, is the coralline 
called by naturalists Sertularia, of which there are many spe- 
cies in almost every part of the coast. The animal protrudes 
its many daws (apparently in search of prey) from certain 
pellucid vesicles which proceed from a homy, tenacious, 
branchy stem. 
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Note S, page 143, line ?• 

Myriads of living points : th' unaided eye 
Can hut tkejire and not the form descry. 

These are said to be a minute kind of animal of the same 
class ; when it does not shine, it is invisible to the naked eye. 

Note 4, page 143, line 16. 

On weeds that sparkle, and on waves that blaze, 

¥of the cause or causes of this phenomenon, wlich is 
sometimes, though rarely, observed on our coasts, I must 
refer the reader to the writers on natural philosophy and 
natural history. 

Note 5, page 146, line SO. 

Content would cheer thee trudging to thine home. 

This is not offered as a reasonable source of contentment, 
but as one motive for resignation : there would not be so 
much envy if there were more discernment. 



THE BOROUGH. 



LETTER X. 
CLUBS AND SOCIAL MEETINGS. 



Non inter lances menmsque nitentes. 
Cum stupet inganis ades Ailgoribus, et cum 
Acdinis fidsis animus meUoia recusat ; 
Venmi hie impzansi mecum disquirite. 

Hor. Sat. 2. Kb. 2. 



O prodiga zerum 
Luxuries, nunquam parvo contenta paratu, 
£t quaesitorum terdL pelagoque cibonim 
Ambitiosa fiunes et lautae gloria mensae. 

Lucan. lib. 4. 

Et qusB non prosunt singula, juncta juvant. 



Rusticus agricolam, miles fera bella gerentem, 
Rectoiem dubis narita puppis amat. 

Ovid. Poni. lib. 2. 



Desire of Country Gentlemen for Town Associations— Book- 
clubs — Too much of literary Character expected from theip 
— ^Literary Conversation prevented : by Feasting : by Cards 
— Good^ notwithstanding^ results — Card-dub with Eager- 
ness resorted to — Players — Umpires at the Whist Table 
— Petulances of Temper there discovered — Free-and-easy 
Club: not perfectly easy or free — Freedom, how inter- 
rupted — The superior Member — Termination of the Even- 
ing — Drinking and Smoking Clubs — The Midnight Con- 
versation of the delaying Members — Society of the poorer 
Inhabitants: its Use: gives Pride and Consequence to 
the humble Character-* Pleasant Habitations of the frugal 
Poor — Sailor returning to his Family — Freemasons' Club 
— The Mystery — What its Origin — Its professed Ad- 
vantages — Griggs and Gregorians — A Kind of Masons- 
Reflections on these various Societies. 



THE BOROUGH. 



LETTER X, 
CLUBS AND SOCIAL MEETINGS. 

Yoc say you envy in your calm retreat 
Our social meetings ; — ^'tis with joy we meet; 
In these our parties you .are pleased to find 
Grood sense and wit, with intercourse of mind ; 
Composed of men, who read, reflect, and write, 
Who, when they meet, must yield and share delight 
To you our Book-club has peculiar charm. 
For which you ^cken in your quiet farm ; 
Here you suppose us at our leisure placed. 
Enjoying freedom, and displaying taste ; 
With wisdom cheerful, temperately gay. 
Pleased to enjoy, and willing to display. 

If thus your envy gives your ease its gloom, 
Give wings to fancy, and among us come. 
WeVe now assembled ; you may soon attend — 
I '11 introduce you — " Gentlemen, my friend."" 
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*^ Now aie you happy ? you have passM a night 
*^ In gay discourse, and rational delight.*^ 

*^ Alas ! not so: for how can mortals think, 

Or thoughts exchange, if thus they eat and drink ? 

No ! I confess, when we had fairly dined, 
'^ That w^ no time for intercourse of mind ; 
" There was each dish prepared with skiQ t** invite, 
'^ And to detain the struggling appetite ; 
*^ On such occasions minds with one consent 

« 

'* Are to the comforts of the body lent ; 
" There was no pause — the wine went quickly round, 
'^ Till struggling Fancy was by Bacchus bound ; 
" Wine is to wit as water thrown on fire. 

By duly sprinkling both are raised the higher; 

Thus largely dealt, the vivid blaze they choke, 
" And all the genial flame goes off in smoke.'' 

^^ But when no more your boards these loads contain^ 
" When wine no more overwhelms the labouring brain, 
" But serves, a gentle stimulus ; we know 
" How wit must sparkle, and how fancy flow.*" 

It might be so, but no such club-days cokne; 
We always find these dampers in the room : 
If to converse were all that brought us here, 
A few odd members would in turn appear ; 
Who dwelling nigh, would saunter in and out, 
Overlook the list, and toss the books about; 
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Or yawning read them, walking up and down. 
Just as the loungers in the shops in town ; 
Till fancjring nothing would their minds amuse. 
They ^d push them by, and go in search of news. 

But our attractions are a stronger sort. 
The earliest dainties and the oldest port ; 
All enter then with glee in every look. 
And not a member thinks about a book. 

StiU let me own, there are some vacant hours, 
•When minds might work, and men exert their powers : 
Ere wine to folly spurs the giddy guest. 
But gives to wit its vigour and its zest ; 
Then might we reason, might in turn display 
Our several talents, and be wisely gay ; 
We might — but who a tame discourse regards. 
When whist is named, and we behold tlie cards ? 
. We from that time are neither grave nor gay ; 
Our thought, our care, our budness is to play: 
Fix''d on these spots and figures, each attends 
Much to his partners^ nothing to his friends. 

Our public cares, the long, the warm debate. 
That kept our patriots from their beds so late ; 
War, peace, invasion, all we hope or dread. 
Vanish like dreams when men forsake their bed ; • 
And groaning nations and contendmg kings 
Are all forgotten for these painted things : 
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Paper and paste, vile figures and poor spots, 

Level all minds, philosophers and sots; 

And ^ve an equal spirit, pause, and force, 

Join'^d with peculiar diction, to discourse : 

** Who deals ? — ^you led — ^we're three by cards — had you 

" Honour in hand?'' — " Upon my honour, two.'' 

Hour after hour, men thus contending sit. 

Grave without sense, and pcnnted without wit. 

Thus it appears these envied dubs possess 
No certain means of social happiness ; 
Yet there's a good that flows from scenes like these-^ 
Man meets with man at leisure and at ease ; 
.We to bur neighbours and our equals come. 
And rub off pride that man contracts at home ; 
For there, admitted master, he is prone 
To claim attention and to talk alone : 
But here he meets with neither son nor spouse ; 
No hmnble cousin to his bidding bows ; 
To his raised voice his neighbours' voices rise. 
To his high look as lofty look replies ; 
When much he speaks, he finds that ears are closed. 
And certain signs inform him when he 's prosed ; 
Here all the value of a listener know. 
And claim, in turn, the favour they bestow. 

No pleasure gives the speech, when all would speak. 
And all in vain a civil hearer seek. 
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To chance alone we owe the free discourse, 
In vain, you purpose what you cannot force ; 
'*Tis when the favourite themes unbidden spring, 
That fancy soars with such unwearied wing; 
Then may you call in aid the moderate glass. 
But let it slowly and unprompted pass ; 
So shall there all things for the end unite, 
And give that hour of rational delight 

Men to their clubs repair, themselves to please, 
To care for nothing, and to take their ease; 
In fact, for play, for wine, for news they come : 
Discourse is shared with friends or found at home. 



But cards with books are incidental things ; 
We Ve nights devoted to these queens and kings : 
Then if we choose the social game, we may ; 
Now 'tis a duty, and we're bound to play; 
Nor ever meeting of the social kind 
Was more engaging, yet had less of mind. 

Our eager parties, when the lunar light 
Throws its full radiance on the festive night. 
Of either sex, with punctual hurry come. 
And fin, with one accord, an ample room ; 
Pleased, the fresh packs on doth of green they see. 
And seizing, handle with preluding glee ; 
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They draw, they at, they shuffle, cut and deal ; 
Like firiends assembled, but like foes to feel : 
But yet not all, — a happier few have joys 
Of mere amusement, and their cards are toys ; 
No skill nor art, nor firetfiil hopes have they, 
But while thdr fiiends are gaming, laugh and play 

Others there are, the veterans of the game. 
Who owe their pleasure to their envied fame ; 
Through many a year, with hard-contested strife. 
Have they attaint this glory of their life : 
Such is that ancient burgess, whom in vain 
Would gout and fever on his couch detain ; 
And that large lady, who resolves to come, 
Though a first fit has wam''d her of her doom ! 
These are as oracles : in every cause 
They settle doubts, and their decrees are laws ; 
But all are troubled, when, with dubious look, 
Diana questions what Apollo spoke. 

Here avarice first, the keen desire of gain. 
Rules in each heart, and works in every brain ; 
Alike the veteran-dames and vir^ns feel, 
Nor care what gray-beards or what striplings deal; 
Sex, age, and station, vanish from their view, 
And gold, their sovVeign good, the mingled crowd pursue. 

Hence they are jealous, and as rivals, keep 
A watchful eye on the beloved heap ; 
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Meantime discretion bids the tongue be still, 
And mild good-humour strives'with strong ill-will ; 
Till prudence fails ; when, all impatient grown, 
They make their grief, by their suspicions, known. 

** Sir, I. protest, were Job himself at play, 
** HeM rave to see you throw your cards away; 
*/ Not that I care a button — ^not a pin 
** For what I lose ; but we had cards to win ; 
** A saint in heaven would grieve to see such hand 
" Cut up by one who will not understandr'' 

^^ Complain of m^ J and i^ you might indcjedt 
^^ If I had ventured on that foolish lead^ 
" That fatal heart — ^but I forgot your play — 

Some folk have ever thrown their hearts away.*" 

" Yes, and their diamonds ; I have heard of one 

Who made a beggar bf an only son.*** 

^^ Better a beggar, than to see him tied 
** To art and spite, to insolence and pride,^ 

" Sir, were I you, I'd strive to be polite, 
** Against my nature, for a single night'"* 

*' So did you strive, and, madam ! with success ; 
*' I kn^w no being we could censure less I ^ 

Is this too much f^ alas ! my peaceful muse 
Cannot with half their virulence abuse. 
And hark ! at other tables discord reigns, 
With feign'd contempt for losses and fpr gains ; 
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Pasabns awhile are bridled ; then they rage. 

In was|nsh youth, and in resentful age ; 

With scraps of insult — *^ Sir, when next you play, 

^^ Reflect whose money ^tis you throw away. 
No one on earth can less such things regard, 
But when one^s partner doesn^ know a card ^ 






I scorn suspcion, nui*am, but while you stand 
'^ Behind that lady, pray keep down your hand.*" 

** Grood heav'n, revoke ! remember, if the set 
'^ Be lost, in honour you should pay the debf*^ 

*' There, there ^s your money ; but, while I have life, 
^' 1^11 never more at down with man and wife ; 

They snap and snarl indeed, but in the heat 

Of all their spleen, thmr understandings meet ; 



^^ They are Freemasons, and have many a ^gn, 
** That we, poor devils ! never can divine : 



6C 



May it be told, do ye divide th** amount. 
Or goes it all to family account.'^^ 



Next is the club, where to their friends in town 
Our country neighbours once a month come down ; 
We term it Free-and-easy, and yet we 
Find it no easy matter to be free : 
Ev'n in oiu: small assembly, friends among. 
Are minds perverse, there's something will be wrong; 
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Men are not equal ; some will claim a right 
To be the kings and heroes of the night ; 
Will their own favourite themes and notions start. 
And you must hear, offend them, or depart. 

There comes Sir Thomas from his village-seat, 
Happy, he tells us, all his friends to meet ; 
He brings the ruin'^d brother of his wife. 
Whom he supports, and makes him sick of life ; 
A ready witness whom he can produce 
Of all his deeds — a butt for his abuse ; 
Soon as he enters, has the guests espied, 
Drawn to the fire, and to the glass implied — 
** Well, what's the subject? — ^what are you about? , 
" The news, I take it— come. 111 help you out;*"— 
And then, without one answer, he bestows 
Freely upon us all he hears and knows ; 
Gives us ojHiiions, tells us how he votes, 
Becites the speeches, adds to them his notes. 
And gives fAd ill-told tales for new-lx^n anecdotes ; 
Yet cares he nothing what we judge or think. 
Our only duty's to attend and drink : 
At length, admonished by hie gout, he ends 
The various speech, and leaves at peace his friends ; 
But now, alas ! we Ve lost the pleasant hour, 
And wisdom flies from wine's superior power. 

Wine, like the rising sun, possesion gains. 
And drives the mist of dulness from the brains ; 
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The gloomy vapour finom the spirit flies, 

And views of gaiety and gladness rise : 

Still it proceeds ; till from the glowing heat, 

The prudent calmly to thdr shades retreat ; — 

Then is the mind oVrcast — ^in wordy rage 

And loud contention angry men engage ; 

Then spleen and pique, like fire-works thrown in spite, 

To mischief turn the {Measures of the night ; 

Anger abuses. Malice loudly rails, 

Bevenge awakes, and Anarchy prevails : 

Till wine, that raised the tempest, makes it cease. 

And maudlin Love insists on instant peace ; 

He noisy mirth and roaring song commands, 

Gives idle toasts, and joins unfriendly hands ; 

Till fuddled Friendship vows esteem and weeps. 

And jovial Folly driidcs and sings and sleeps. 



A ckib there is of Smokers — Dare you come 
To that close, clouded, hot, narcotic room ? 
When, midnight past, the very candles seem 
Dying for air, and ^ve a ghasdy gleam ; 
When- curling fumes in lazy wreaths arise. 
And prosdng topers rub their winking eyes ; 
When the long tale, renew'*d when last they met, 
Is spliced anew, and is unfinished yet ; 
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When but a few are left the house to tire, 
And they half-sleeping by the sleepy fire ; 
Ev^n the poor ventilating vane, that flew 
Of late so fast,, is now grown drowsy too ; 
When s^eet, cold, clammy punch its aid bestows. 
Then thus the midnight conversation flows : — 
" Then, as I said, and — mind me — as I say, 
" At our last meeting — ^you remember''-—" Ay C* 
*^ Well, very well — then freely as I drink 
" I spoke my thought — ^you take me — ^what I think : 
" And sir, said I, if I a freeman be, 
" It is my bounden duty to be free.'' 

" Ay, there you posed him : I respect the diair, 
" But man is man, although the man's a mayor : 
" If Muggins live — ^no, no ! — if Muggins die, 
" He'll quit his oflice — ^neighbour, shall I try ?" 

" I'll speak my mind, for here are none but friends : 
" They're all contending for their private ends ; 
" No public spirit — once a vote would bring, 
" I say a vote — was then a pretty thing ; 
'^ It made a man to serve his country and his king : 
^^ But for that place, that Muggins must reidgn, 
" You've my advice — 'tis no affair of mine." 



The poor man has his club ; he comes and spends 
His hoarded pittance with his chosen friends ; 
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Nor this alone, — a monthly dole he pays, 

To be assisted when his health decays ; 

Borne part his prudenoe^ from the day^s supply. 

For cares and troubles in his age, lays by ; 

The printed rules he guards with painted frame, 

And shows his children where to read his name : 

Those simple words his honest nature move. 

That bond of ujaoo. tied by laws of love ; 

This is his pride, it gives to his employ 

New value, to his home another joy ; 

While a religious hope its balm applies 

For all his fate inflicts aiid all his state denies. 
Much would it pleafse you, sometimes to explore 

The peaceful dwellings of our borough poor ; 

To view a sailor just retumM from sea. 

His wife beside ; a child on either knee. 

And others crowding near, that none may lose 

The smallest portion of the welcome news ; 

What dangers passed, ** when seas ran mountains high, 

" When tempests raved, and horrors veiled the sky; 
When prudence faiPd, when courage grew dism&y^d. 
When the strong fainted^ and the wicked prayM, — 
Then in the yawning gulf far down we drove. 
And gazed upon the biUowy mount above ; 
Till up that mountain, swinging with the gale, 

** We viewed the horrors of the watery yale.^ 



it 
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The trembling children look with stedfast eyes. 
And panting, sob involuntary aghs : 
Soft sleep awhile his torpid touch delays, 
And all is joy and piety and praise. 



Masons are ours, Freemasons — ^but, alas ! 
To their own bards I leave the mystic class ; 
In vain shall one, and not a gifted man. 
Attempt to sing of this enlightened clan : 
I know no word, boast no directing sign. 
And not one token of the race is mine ; 
Whether with Hiram, that wise widow's son. 
They came from Tyre to royal Solomon, 
Two pillars raising by their skill profound, 
Boaz and Jachin through the East renowned : 
Whether the sacred books their rise express. 
Or books profane, ^tis vain for me to guess ; 
It may be, lost in date remote and high. 
They know not what their own antiquity : 
It may be too, derived from cause so low. 
They have no wish their origin to show : 
If, as crusaders, they combined to wrest 
From heathen lords the land they long possess^ ; 
Or were at first some harmless club, who made 
Their idle meetings solemn by parade ; 
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Is but conjecture — ^for the task unfit. 
Awe-struck and mute, the puzzling theme I quit : 
Yet, if sudi blessings fitoni thdr order flow. 
We should be glad thdr moral code to know ; 
Trowels of silver are but simple things. 
And aprons worthless as th^ apron-strings ; . 
But if indeed you have the skill to teach 
A social sfnrit, now beyond our reach ; 
If man^s warm passions you can guide and bind^ 
And plant the virtues in the wayward mind 4 
If you can wake to christian-love the heart, — 
In mercy, something of your powers impart. • 

But as it seems, we Masons must become 
To know the secret, and must then be dumb ; 
And as we venture for uncertain gains. 
Perhaps the profit is not worth the pains. 

When Bruce, that dauntless traveller, thought he stood 
On Nile^s first rise ! the fountain of the flood, 
And drank exulting in the sacred spring, 
The critics told him it was Ho such thing; 
That springs unnumberM round the country ran. 
But none could show him where they first began t 
So might we feel, should we our time bestow. 
To gain these secrets and these signs to know ; 
Might question still if all the truth we found, 
And.firmly stood upon the certain ground ; 
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We might our title to the mystery dread^ 
And fear we drank not at the river-head. 



It * 



Griggs and Gregorians here tlieir meetings hold. 
Convivial sects, and Bucks alert and bold ; 
A kind of Masons, but .without tiieir sign ; 
The bonds of union— pleasure, i^ng, and wine : 
Man, a gregarious creature, loves to fly 
Where he the trackings of the herd ban spy ; 
Still to be one with many he desires. 
Although it leads him through the thorns and briers. 

A few ! but few there are, who in the mind 
Perpetual source of consolation find ; 
The weaker many to the world will cOm6, 
Por comforts seldom to be found from hom6. 

When the faint hands no more a brrniiner hold, 
When flannel- wreaths the useless limbs infold. 
The breath impeded, and the bosom cold ; 
When half the pillow'^d man the palsy chains^ 
And the blood falters in the bloated veins, — 
Then, as our friends no further aid supply 
Than hope^s cold phrase and courtesy^s soft sigh. 
We should that comfort for ourselves ensure. 
Which friends could not, if we could friends, procure. 

Early in Ufe, when we can laugh aloud, 
There ''s something pleasant in a social crowd. 
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Who laugh with us — but will such joy remain. 

When we lie struggling on the bed of pain ? 

When our physician tells us with a sigh. 

No more on hope and science to rely, 

Lifers staff is useless then ; with labouring breath 

We pray for hope divine — ^the staff of death — 

This is a scene which -few companions grace. 

And where the heart'^s first favourites yield their place. 

Here all the aid of man to man must end. 
Here moimts the soul to her eternal Friend ; 
The tenderest love must here its tie resign. 
And give th^ aspiring heart to love divine. 

Men feel thdr weakness, and to numbers run. 
Themselves to strengthen, or themselves to shun ; 
But though to this our weakness may be prone, • 
Let^s learn to live, for we must die, alone. 
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AU the comforts of life In a tavern are known, 
^Tis his home who possesses not one of his own ; 
And to him who has rather too much of that one, 
'Tis the house of a friend where he's welcome to run : 
The instant you enter my door you're my lord. 
With whose taste and whose {deasure I'm proud to accord; 
And the louder you call and die longer you stay, 
The more I am happy to serve and obey. 

To the house of a friend if you *re pleased to retire. 

You must all things admit, you must all things admire; 

You must pay with observance the price of your treat. 

You must eat what is praised, and must praise what you eat : 

But here you may come, and no tax we require. 

You may loudly condemn what you greatly admire ; 

You may growl at our wishes and pams to excel. 

And may snarl at the rascals who please you so weD. 

At your wish we attend, and confess that your speech 
On the nation's affairs might the minister teach ; . 
His views you may blame, and his measures oppose. 
There's no tavem-treason — you're under the Kosei 
Should rebellions arise in your own little state. 
With me you may safely their consequence wait ; 
To recruit your lost spirits 'tis prudent to come. 
And to fly to a fiiend when the devil 's at home. 

That I 've faults is confess'd ; but it won't be denied, 

'TIS* my interest the faults of my neighbours to hide ; 

If I 've sometimes lent Scandal occasion to prate, 

I 've often oonoeal'd what she 'd love to relate ; 

If to Justice's bar some have wander'd from mine, 

Twas because the dull rogues wouldn't stay by their wine ; 

And for brawls at my house, well the poet explains. 

That men drink shaiUyw draughtiy and so madden their brains. 
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The Green-Man : its Landlord, and the Adventure of 
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Much do I need, and therefore will I ask, 
A Muse to aid me in my present task ; 
For then with special cause we beg for aid, 
When of our subject we are most afraid : 
Inns are this subject — ^*tis an*ill-drawn lot. 
So, thou who gravdy triflest, fail me not. 
Fail not, but haste, and to my memory bring 
Scenes yet unsung, which few would choose to sing: 
Thou m^'^st a Shilling splendid ; thou hast thrown 
On humble themes the graces all thine own ; 
By thee the Mistress of a village-school 
Became a queen, enthroned upon her stool ; 
And far beyond the rest thou gay'^st to shine 
Behnda^s Lock — that deathless work was thine. 

Come, lend thy cheerful light, and give to please. 
These seats of revelry, these scenes of ease ; 
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Who sings of Inns much danger has to dread. 
And needs assistance from the fountain-head. 

High in the street, overlooking all the place, . 
The rampant Lion shows his kingly face ; 
His ample jaws extend from side to side. 
His eyes are glaring, and his nostrils wide ; 
In nlver shag the sover^gn form is dressed, 
A mane horrific sweeps his ample chest ; 
Elate with pride, he seems f assert his reign. 
And stands the glory of his wide domain. 

Yet nothing dreadful to his friends the sight. 
But sign and pledge of welcome and delight : 
To him the noblest guest the town detains 
Flies for repast, and in his court remains ; 
Him too the crowd with longing looks admire. 
Sigh for his joys, and modestly retire ; 
Here not a comfort shall to them be lost 
Who never ask or never feel the cost. 

The ample yards on either side contain 
Buildings where order and distinction reign ; — ^ 
The splendid carriage of the wealthier guest. 
The ready chaise and driver smartly dressed ; 
Whiskeys and gigs and curricles are there. 
And high-fed praiicers many a raw-boned pair. 
On all without a lordly host sustains 
The care of empire, and observant reigns ; 
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The parting guest beholds him at his side, 

With pomp obsequious, bending in his pride ; 

Round all the place his eyes all objects meet, 

Attentive, silent, civil, and discreet. 

O^er all within the lady-hostess rules. 

Her bar she governs, and her kitchen schools ; 

To every guest th' appropriate speech is made. 

And every duty with distinction paid ; 

Respectful, easy, pleasant, or poKte— 

" Your honour's servant — Mister Smith, good night." 

Next, but not near, yet honoured through the town. 
There swing, incongruous pair ! the Bear and Crown ; 
That Crown suspended gems and ribands deck, 
A golden chain hangs o^er that furry neck : 
Unlike the nobler beast, the Bear is bound, 
And with the Crown so near him, scowls uncrown'^d ; 
Less his dominion, but alert are all 
Without, within, and ready for the call ; 
Smart lads and light run nimbly here and there. 
Nor for neglected duties mourns the Bear. 

To his retreats, on the election-day. 
The lodng party found their silent way ; 
There they partook of each consoling good. 
Like him uncrownM, Uke him in sullen mood — 
Threatening, but bound. — Here meet a social kind. 
Our various clubs for various cause combined ; 
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Nor has he pride, but thankful takes as gain 
The dew-drops shaken from the Lion^s mane : 
A thriving couple here th^ skill display, 
And share the profits of no vulgar sway. 

Third in oiur BorougVs list appears the idgn 
Of a fair queen — ^the gracious Caroline ; 
But in decay — each feature in the face 
Has stain of Time, and token of disgrace. 
The storm of winter, and the summer-sun. 
Have on that form their equal mischief done ; 
The features now are all disfigured seen, 
And not one charm adorns th** insulted queen : 
To this poor face was never paint applied, 
Th' unseemly work of cruel Time to hide ; 
Here we may rightly such neglect upbraid. 
Paint on such faces is by prudence laid. 
Large the domain, but all within combine 
To correspond with the dishonoured sign ; 
And all around dilapidates; you call — 
But none replies — ^they Ve inattentive all : 
At length a ruin'^d stable holds your steed. 
While you through large and dirty rooms proceed, 
Spacdous and cold ; a proof they once had been 
In honour — ^now magnificently mean ; 
Till in some small half-fumishM room you rest, 
Whose dying fire denotes it had a guest 
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In those you pass'^d where former splendour reign'd, 
You saw the carpets torn, the paper stain'^d ; 
Squares of discordant glass in windows fix'd, 
And paper oil'd in many a space betwixt ; 
A soiPd and broken sconce, a mirror crack'd. 
With table underpropped, and chairs new-back''d ; 
A marble side-slab with ten thousand stains, 
And all an ancient tavern'^s poor remains. 

With much entreaty, they your food prepare. 
And acid wine afford, with meagre fare ; 
Heartless you sup ; and when a dozen times 
You 've read the fractured window''s senseless rhymes ; 
Have been assured that Phoebe Green was fair, 
And Peter Jackson took his supper there ; 
You reach a chilling chamber, where you dread 
Damps, hot or cold, from a ti*6mendous bed ; 
Late comes your sleep, and you are waken'*d soon 
3y rustling tatters of the old festoon. 

O'er this large building, thus by time defaced, 
A servile couple has its owner placed. 
Who not unmindful that its style is large. 
To lost magnificence adapt their charge : 
Thus an old beauty, who has long declined. 
Keeps former dues and dignity in mind ; 
And wills that all attention should be paid 
For graces vanish''d and for charms decay'^d. 
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Few years ha\e pasB''d, ance teightly 'cross the -way, 
Lights from each window shot the lengthened ray, 
And busy looks in every face were seen, 
Through the warm pre(nncts of the ragmng Queen : 
There fires inviting blazed, and all around 
Was heard the tinkling beUs* seducing sound ; 
The lumble waters to that sound from far 
Sjmuig to the call, then hasten^ to the bar ; 
Where a glad priestess of the temple sway'd. 
The most obedient, and the most obey'd ; 
Rosy and round, adoni'd in crimson vest. 
And flaming ribands at her ample breast : 
She, skiird like Circe, tried her guests to move. 
With looks of welcome and with words of love ; 
And such her potent chaims, that men unwise 
Were soon tjansform''d and fitted for the sties. 

Her port in botdes stood, a well-stain''d row. 
Drawn for the evening from the [upe below; 
Three powerful spirits filled a parted case. 
Some cordial-bottles stood in secret place ; 
Fair acid fruits in nets above were se^i. 
Her pUte was splendid, and her glasses clean ; 
Ba^ns and bowls were ready on the stand,- 
And measures clatter'd in her powerful hand. 

Inferior houses now our notice claim, 

lo shall deal them th^ appropriate fame P 



LET. XI. INNS. 179 

Who shdl the nice, yet known distinction, tell. 

Between the peal complete and single bell ? 
Determine, ye, who on your shining nags 

Wear oil-skin beavers and bear seal-skin bags ; 

Or ye, grave topers, who with coy delight 

Snugly enjoy the sweetness of the night ; 

Ye travellers all, superior inns denied 

By moderate purse, the low by decent pride ; 

Come and determine, — ^will ye take your place 

At theyWZorb, or half the lunar face ? 

With the Black-Boy or Angel will ye dine ? 

Will ye approve the Fountain or the Vine ? 
Horses the white or black will ye prefer ? 
The Silver-Swan, or swan opposed to her — 
Rare bird ! whose form the raven-plumage decks, 
Arid graceful curve her three alluring necks ? 

All these a decent entertainment ^ve. 
And by their comforts comfortably live. 

Shall I pass by the Boar ? — there are who cry, 
" Beware the Boar,*" and pass determined by : 
Those dreadful tusks, those little peering eyes 
And churning chaps, are tokens to the wise. 
There dwells a kind old aunt, and there you see 
Some kind young nieces in her company; 
Poor village nieces, whom the tender dame 
Invites to town, and gives their beauty fame ; 
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The grateful sisters feel th'' important aid, 

And the good aunt is flatter^ and repaid. 

What though it may some cool observers strike, 

That such fair sisters should be so unlike ; 

That still another and another comes, 

And at the matron'^s table smiles and blooms ; 

That all appear as if tliey meant to stay 

Time undefined, nor name a parting day ; 

And yet, though all ^ valued, all are dear. 

Causeless, they go, an4 seldom more appear : 
Yet let Suspicion hide her odious head. 

And Scandal vengeance from a burgess dread : 

A pious friend, who with the ancient dame 

At sober cribbage takes an evening game ; 

His cup h^side him^ throiigb their play he quaffs. 

And oft renews, and innocently laughs ; 

Or growing serious, to the text resorts. 

And from the Sunday-sermon makes reports ; 

While all, with grateful glee, his wish attend, 

A grave protector and a powerful friend : 

But Slander says, who indistinctly sees. 

Once he was caught with Silvia on his knees ; — 

A cautious burgess with a careful wife 

To be so caught ! — ^'tis false, upon my life. 

Next are a lower kind, yet not so low 
But they, among them, their distinctions know; 
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And when a thriving landlord aims so high 
As to exchange the Chequer for the fye, 
Or from Duke William to the Dog repairs, 
He takes a finer coat and fiercer airs. 

Pleased with his power, the poor man loves to say 
What favourite inn shall share his evening's pay; 
Where he shall sit the social hour, and lose 

■ 

His past day's labours and his next day's views* 

Our seamen too have choice : one takes a trip 

In the warm cabin of his favourite ship ; 

And on the morrow in the humbler boat 

He rows, till fancy feels herself afloat ; 

Can he the sign— r-Three Jolly Sailors pass^ 

Who hears a fiddle and who sees a lass ? 

The Anchor too afibrds the seaman joys, 

In small smoked room, all clamour, crowd, and noise ; 

Where a curved settle half surrounds the fire, 

Where fifty voices^url and punch require : 

They come for pleasure in their leisure hour. 

And they enjoy it to their utmost power ; 

Standing they drink, they swearing smoke, whUe all 

Call or make ready for a second call : 

There is no time for trifling — " Do ye see ? 

" We drink and drub the French extempore." 

See ! round the room, on every beam and balk. 
Are mingled scrolls of hieroglyphic chalk ; 
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Yet nothing heeded — ^would one stroke suffice 

To blot out all, here honour is too nice, — 

^< Let knavish landsmen think such dirty things, 

" We're British tars, and British tars are kings.*^ 

But the Green-Man shall I pass by unsung, 
Which mine own James upon his sign-post hung ? 
His sign, his image, — ^for he once was seen 
A squire's attendant, clad in keeper's gre^i ; 
Ere yet with wages more, and hcmour less. 
He stood behind me in a graver dress. 

James in an evil hour went forth to woo 
Young Juliet Hart, and was her Romeo : 
They'd seen the play, and thought it vastly sweet 
For two young lovers by the moon to meet ; 
The nymph was gentle, of her favours free, 
Ev'n at a ward — no Rosalind was she ; 
Nor, like that other Juliet, tried his truth 
With — " Be tliy purpose marriage, gentle youth?" 
But him received, and heard his tender tale 
When sang the lark, and when, the nightingale : 
So in few months the generous lass was seen 
I' the way that all the Capulets had been. 

Then first repentance seized the amorous man. 
And — shame on love— he reasoned and he ran ; 
The thoughtful Romeo trembled for his purse. 
And the sad sounds, " for better and for worse." 
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Yet could the lover not so far withdraw, 
But he was haunted both by love and law ; 
Now law dismayed him as he viewed its fangs, 
Now pity seized him for his Juliet^s pangs ; 
Then thoughts of justice and some dread of jail, 
Where all would blame him and where none might bail ; 
These drew him back, till Juliet's hut appearM, 
Where love had drawn him when he should have fearM. 

There sat the father in his wicker throne, 
Uttering his curses in tremendous tone ; 
With foulest names his daughter he reviled, 
And looked a very Herod at the child : 
Nor was she patient, but with equal scorn. 
Bade him remember when his Joe was bom : 
Then rose the mother, eager to begin 
Her plea for frailty, when the swain came in. 

To him she turned, and other theme began. 
Showed him his boy, and bade him be a man ; 
'^ An honest man, who, when he breaks the laws, 
" Will make a woman honest if there's cause."" 
With lengthened speech she proved what came to pass 
Was no reflection on a loving lass : 
" If she your love as wife and mother claim, 
" What can it matter which was'first the name? 
" But 'tis most base, 'tis perjury and theft, 
" When a lost girl is like a widow left ; 
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" The rogue who ruins'" — ^here the father found 
His spouse wa9 treading on forbidden grounc^ 

" That's not the point,"" quoth he, — " I donH suppose 
My good friend Fletcher to be one of those ; 
What''s done amiss he '*11 mend in proper time — 
I hate to hear of villany and crime : 
'Twas my misfortune, in the days of youth, 
^^ To find two lasses pleading for my truth ; 
" The case was hard, I would with all my soul 
^' Have wedded both, but law is our control ; 
*^ So one I took, and when we gainM a home, 
** Her friend agreed — ^what could she more ? — ^to come ; 
** And when she found that I 'd a widow'^d bed, 
" Me she desired — what could I less ? — to wed. 
*^ An easier case is yours: youVe not the smiart 
^^ That two fond pleaders cause in one man'^s heart ; 
YouVe not to wait from year to year distressed. 
Before your conscience can be laid at rest ; 
There smiles your bride, there sprawls your new-bom 
son, 
" — A ring, a licence, and the thing is done.*^ 

" My loving James,*" — the lass began her plea> 
" 1 11 make thy reason take a part with me : 
" Had I been froward, skittish, or unkind, 
*' Or to thy person or thy passion blind ; 
" Had I refused;' when "'twas thy part to pray, 
^^ Or put thee off with promise and delay; 
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" Thou might's! in justice and in conscience fly, 
" Denjdng bei who taught thee to deny : 
^ But, James, with me thou hadst an easier task, 
^^ Bonds and conditions I forbore to ask ; 
^^ I laid no traps for thee, no plots or plans, 
" Nor marriage named by licence or by banns ; 
" Nor would I now the parson''s aid employ, 
" But for this cause,'' — and up she held her boy. 

Motives like these could heart of flesh resist ? 
James took the infant and in triumph kiss'd ; 
Then to his mother's arms the child restored, 
Made his proud speech, and pledged his worthy word. 

" Three times at church our banns shall publish'd be, 
" Thy health be drank in bumpers three times three ; 
" And thou shalt grace (bedeck'd in garments gay) 
" The christening-dinner on th«e wedding day." 

James at my door then made his parting bow. 
Took the Green-Man, and is a master now. 
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These are monarchs none lespecC, 

Heroes, yet an humbled crew, * 
Nobles, whom the crowd correct, 

Wealthy men, whom duns pursue; 
Beauties, shrinking firom the view 

Of the day*s detecting eye ; 
Lovers, who with much ado 

Long-forsaken damsels woo. 
And heave tlie ill-feign *d sigh. 

These are misers, craving meana 

Of existence through the day, 
Famous scholars, conning scenes 

Of a duU bewildering play; 
Ra^ed beaux and misses grey 

Whom the rabble praise and blame ; 
Proud and mean, and sad and gay. 

Toiling after ease, are they» 
Infamous % and boasting fame. 

strolling players are thus held in a legal sense. 



Playere arrive in the Borough — Welcomed by their former 
Friends — Are better fitted for Comic than Tragic Scenes: 
yet better approved in the latter by one Part of their 
Audience — Their general Character and Pleasantry — 
Particular Distresses and Labours — Their Fortitude and 
Patience — A private Rehearsal — The Vanity of the 
aged Actress — ^A Heroine firom the Milliner's Shop— A 
deluded Tradesman — Of what Persons the Company is 
composed — Character and Adventures of Frederick 
Thompson. 
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Drawn by the annual call, we now behold 

Our troop dramatic, heroes known of old. 

And those, since last they marchM, inlisted and enrolPd : 

Mounted on hacks or borne in 'waggons some, 

The rest on foot (the humbler brethren) cooje. 

Three favour''d places, an unequal time. 

Join to support this company sublime : 

Ours for the longer period — see how light 

Yon parties move, their former friends in sight. 

Whose claims are all allow'd, and friendship glads the 

night. 
Now public rooms shall sound with words divine. 
And private lodgings hear how heroes ^hine ; 
No talk of pay shall yet on pleasure steal. 
But kindest welcome bless the friendly meal ; 
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While oVr the social jug and decent cheer. 
Shall be described the fortunes of the yearT 

Peruse these bills, and see what each can do, — 
Behold ! the prince, the slave, the monk, the Jew; 
Change but the garment, and they ''11 all engage 
To take each part, and act in every age : 
Cull''d from all houses, what a house are th^ ! 
Swept from all bams, our borough-critics say; 
But with some portion of a critic^s ire. 
We all endure them ; there are some admire : 
They might have praise, confined to farce alone ; 
Full well they grin, th^ diould not try to groan ; 
But then oiur servants' and our seamen'^s wives 
Love all that rant and rapture as th^ lives ; 
He who ^Squire Richard'^s part could well sustain; 
Finds as King Richard he must roar amain — 
*^ My horse ! my horse r — Lo ! now to thrir abodes. 
Come lords and lovers, empresses and gods. 
The master-mover of these scenes has made 
No trifling gain in this adventurous trade; 
Trade we may term it, for he duly buys 
Arms out of use and undirected eyes ; 
These he instructs, and guides them as he can. 
And vends each night the manufactured man : 
Long as our custom lasts, they gladly stay. 
Then strike their tents, like Tartars ! and away ! 
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The place grows bare where they too long remain, 
But grass will rise ere they return again. 

Children of Thespis, welcome ! knights and queens ! 
Counts ! barons ! beauties I when before your scenes, 
And mighty monarchs thundering from your throne ; 
Then step behind, and all your glory 's gone : 
Of crown and palace, throne and guards bereft. 
The pomp is vanished, and the care is left. 
Yet strong and lively is the joy they feel. 
When the full house secures the plenteous meal ; . 
Flatt'^ring and flattered, each attempts to xaise 
A brother'*s merits for a brother's praise : 
For never hero shows a prouder heart. 
Than he who proudly acts a hero's part ; 
Nor without cause ; the boards, we know, can yield 
Place for fierce contest, hke the tented field. 

Graceful to tread the stage, to be in turn 
The prince we honour, and the knave we spurn ; 
Bravely to bear the tumult of the crowd. 
The kbs tremendous, and the censure loud : 
These are their parts, — and he who these sustains 
Deserves some praise and profit for his pains. 
Heroes at least of gentler kind are they, 
Against whose swords no weeping widows pray. 
No blood their fury sheds, nor havoc marks their way. 

Sad happy race ! soon raised and soon depress^. 
Your days all passed in jeopardy and jest ; 
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Poor without prudence, with afflictions vain, 
Not wam'd by misery, not enrich^ by gain ; 
Whom justice pitying, chides from place to place, 
A wandering, careless, wretched, merry race. 
Who cheerful looks assume, and play the parts 
Of happy rovers with repining hearts ; 
Then cast off care, and in the mimic pain 
Of tragic wo, feel spirits light and vain. 
Distress and hope — the mind\ the body's wear, ' 
The man's affliction, and the actor^s tear : 
Alternate times of fasting and excess 
Are yours, ye smiling children of distress. 

Slaves though ye be, your wandering freedom seems, 
, And with your varying views and restless schemes, 
Your griefs are transient, as your joys are dreams. 

Yet keen those griefs — ah ! what avail thy charms, 
Fair Juliet ! what that infant in thine arms; 
What those heroic lines thy patience learns, 
What all the aid thy present Romeo earns, 
Whilst thou art crowded in that lumbering wain. 
With all thy plaintive sisters to complain .? 

Nor is there lack of labour — To rehearse. 
Day after 'day, poor scraps of prose and verse ; 
To bear each other's spirit, pride, and spite ; 
To hide in rant the heart-ache of the night ; 
To dress in gaudy patch-work, and to force 
The mind to think on the appointed course ; — 
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This is laborious, and may be defined 
The bootless labour of the thriftless mind. 

There is a veteran dame ; I see her stand 
Intent and pensive with her book in hand ; 
Awhile her thoughts she forces on her part. 
Then dwells on objects nearer to the heart ; 
Across the room she paces, gets her tone. 
And fits her features for the Danish throne ; 
To-night a queen — I mark her motion slow, 
I hear her speech, and Hamlet'^s mother know. 

Methinks 'tis pitiful to see her try 
For strength of arms and energy of eye ; 
With vigour lost, and spirits worn away. 
Her pomp and pride she labours to display; 
And when awhile she ''s tried her part to act. 
To find her thoughts arrested by some fact; 
When stru^Ies more and more severe are seen 
In the plain actress than the Danish queen, — 
At length she feels her part, she finds delight. 
And fancies all the plaudits of the night : 
Old as she is, she smiles at every speech. 
And thinks no youthful part beyond her reach ; 
But as the mist of vanity again 
Is blown away, by press of present pain. 
Sad and in doubt she to her purse apphes 
For cause of comfort, where no comfort lies ; 
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Then to ber task she aghiog tume again, — 

" Oh ! Hamlet, thou hast cleft my heart in twain !" 

And who that poor, ccHisumptive, withered thin^, 
Who strains her slender throat aad strives to sing P 
Panting for breath, and f<Hved her votce to drop. 
And far unlike the inmate of the sb(^ 
Where she, in youth and health, alert and gay, 
LaughM off at night the labours of the day; 
With novels, verses, fancy's fertile powers. 
And raster-converse pass''d the evening-Jiourg; 
But Cynthia's soul was soft, her wishes stnmg, 
Her judgment weak, and her conclu^ns wrong: 
The morning-call and counter were her dread. 
And her contempt the needle and the thread : 
But when she read a gentle damseTs part. 
Her wo, her wish ! — she had them all by heart. 

At length the hCTo of the boards drew nigh, 
Who spake of love till ^h re-echo'd ragh ; 
He told in honeyed words his deathless flame, 
And she his own by tender vows became ; 
Nor ring not licence needed souls so fond, 
Alphonso^s passion was his Cynthia's bond : 
And thus the umple ^1, to shame betray''d, 
Sinks to the grave forsaken and dismayed. 

Sick without pity, sorrowing without hope, 
See her! the grief and scandal of the troop; 
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A wretched iiiart3rr to a childish pride. 
Her wo insulted, and her praise denied : 
Her humble talents, though derided, used, 
Her prospects lost, her confidence abused ; 
All that remains — ^for she not long can brave 
Increase of evils — ^is an early grave. 

Ye gende Cynthias of the shop, take heed 
What dreams ye cherish and what books ye read. 

A decent sum had Peter Nottage made, 
By joining bricks — to him a thriving trade : 
Of his employment master and his wife. 
This humble tradesman led a lordly life ; 
The house of kings and heroes lacked repairs. 
And Peter, though reluctant, served the players : 
Connected thus, he heard in way polite, — 
** Come', Master Nottage, see us play to-night.^ 
At first "'twas folly, nonsense, idle stuff*. 
But seen for nothing it grew well enough ; 
And better now — ^now best, and every night, 
In this fooFs paradise he drank delight ; 
And as he felt the bliss, he wished to know 
Whence all this rapture and these joys could flow ; 
For if the seeing could such pleasure bring, 
What must the feeling ? — ^feeling like a king ? 

In vain his wife, his unde, and his friend. 
Cried — *' Peter! Peter i let such follies end; 
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^Tis well enough these yagabonds to see. 
But would you partner with a showman be ?"" 
*^ Showman !^ said Peter, ^^ did not Quin and Clive, 
And Roscius-Garrick, by the science thrive ? 

** Showman ! — 'tis scandal ; I^m by genius led 

*^ To join a class who Ve Shakspeare at their head.**^ 
Poor Peter thus by easy steps became 

A dreaming candidate for scenic fame. 

And, after years consumed, infirm and poor. 

He idts and takes the tickets at the door. 

Of various men these marching troops are made, — 

Pen-spuming clerks, and lads contemning trade ; 

Waiters and servants by confinement teased. 

And youths of wealth by dissipation eased ; 

With feeling nymphs, who, such resource at hand. 

Scorn to obey the rigour of command ; 

Some, who firom higher views by vice are won. 

And some of either sex by love undone ; 

The greater part lamenting as their fall. 

What some an honour and advancement call. 
There are who names in shame or fear assume. 

And hence our BevUles and our Savilles come ; 

It honours him, from tailor^s board kicked down, 

As Mister Dormer to amuse the town ; 

FaUing, he^ses : but a kind there are 

Who dwell on former prospects, and despmr ; 
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Justly but vainly they their fate deplore^ 
And mourn their fall who fell to rise no more. 

Our merchant Thompson, with his sons around, 
Most mind and talent in his Frederick found : 
He was so Uvdy, that Tiis mother knew, 
If he were taught, that honour must ensue ; 
The father^s views were in a diflFerent hue. 
But if at college he were sure to shine. 
Then should he go — ^to prosper who could doubt ? 
When school-boy stigmas would be all washed out ; 
For there were marks upon his youthful face, 
'Twixt vice and error — a neglected case — 
These would submit to skill ; a Httle time. 
And none could trace the error or the crime ; 
Then let him go, and once at coUege, he 
Might choose his station — what would Frederick be ? 

'Twas soon determined — He could not descend 
To pedant-laws and lectures without end ; 
And then the chapel — night and mom to pray. 
Or mulct and threaten'^d if he kept away ; 
No ! not to be a bishop — so he swore, 
And at his coUege he was seen no more. 

His debts all paid, the father with a sigh. 
Placed him in office — " Bo, my Frederick, try ; 

" Confine thyself a few short months, and then "^ 

He tried a fortnight, and threw down the pen. 
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Again demands were hushM : '^ My son, you Ve free, 
^^ But you ^re unsettled ; take your chance at sea :^ 
So in few days the midshipman equippM, 
Received the mother^s blessing and was shippM. 

Hard was her fortune ! socm compelled to meet 
The wretched stripling staggering through the street ; 
For, rash, impetuous, insolent and vain. 
The captain sent him to his Mends again : 
About the borough roved th^ imhappy boy. 
And ate the bread of every chance-employ; 
Of friends he borrowed, and the parents yet 
In secret fondness authorised the debt ; 
The younger sister, still a child, was taught 
To give with feigned affright the pittance sought; 
For now the father cried — ^' It is too late 
" For trial more — I leave him to his fate,'' — 
Yet left him not ; and with a kind of joy 
The mother heard of her deqwnding boy : 
At length he acken^d, and he found, when sick. 
All aid was ready, all attendance quick ; 
A fever seized, him, and at once was lost 
The thought of trespass, error, crime and cost ; 
Th** indulgent parents knelt beside the youth. 
They heard his promise and believed his truth ; 
. And when the danger lessened on their view, 
They cast off doubt, and hope assurance grew ; — 



LET, XIT. PLAVE»$. 199 

Nursed by his sisters, cherished by his sire. 
Begged to be glad, encouraged to aspire. 
His life, they said, would now all care repay. 
And he might date his prospects from that day; 
A son, a brother to his home received. 
They hoped for all things, and in all believed. 

And now will pardon, comfort, kindness, draw 
The youth from vice ? will honour, duty, law ? 
Alas ! not all : the more the trials lent. 
The less he seem'^d to ponder and repent ; 
Headstrong, determined in his own career. 
He thought reproof unjust and truth severe ; 
iThe souths disease was to its crisis come. 
He first abused and then abjured his home ; 
And when he chose a vagabond to be. 
He made his shame his glory — " I'll be free.*" 

Friends, parents, relatives, hope, reason, love, 
With anxious ardour for that empire strove; 
In vain their strife, in vain the means applied, 
They bad no comfort, but that all were tried ; 
One strong vain trial made, the mind to move. 
Was the last effort of parental love. 

Ev'^n then he watch'^d his father from his home. 
And to his mother would for pity come. 
Where, as he made her tender terrors rise, 
He talk'^d of death, and threatened for supplies. 
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Agsinst a youth so vicious and undone. 
All hearts were closed, and every door but one : 
The players recaved him, they with open heart 
Gave him his portion and as^gn''d his part ; 
And ere three days were added to his Ufe, 
He found a hrane, a duty, and a wife. 

His present friends, though they were DotHng nice, 
Nor ask^d bow vicious be, or what his vice, 
Still they expected he should now attend 
To the jcMnt duty as an useful friend ; 
The leader too declared, with frown severe, 
That none should pawn a robe that kings might wear ; 
And much it moved him, when he Hamlet playM, 
To see his Father's Ghost so drunken made ; 
Then too the temper, the unbending pride 
Of this ally woidd no reproof abide : — 
So leaving these, he march'd away and joined 
Another troop, and other goods purloined ; 
And other characters, both gay and sage. 
Sober and sad, made stagger on the stage ; 
Then to rebuke, with arrogant disdtun, 
He gave abuse and sou^t a home again. 

Thus changing scenes, but with unchanging vice, 
Enftajjred by many, but with no one twice : 
, a last and poor resource, bereft, 
limself, unhappy guide ! was left — 
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And who shall say where guided ? to what seats 
Of starving villany ? of thieves and cheats ? 

In that sad time of many a dismal scene 
Had he a witness (not inactive) been ; 
Had leagued with petty pilferers, and had crept 
Where of each sex degraded numbers slept : 
With such associates he was long allied. 
Where his capacity for ill was tried, 
And that once lost, the wretch was cast aside : 
For now, though willing with the worst to act. 
He wanted powers for an important fact ; 
And while^he felt as lawless Spirits feel, 
His hand was palsied, and he couldn'*t steal. 

By these rejected, is there lot .so strange. 
So low ! that he could suffer by the change ? 
Yes ! the new station as a fall we judge, — 
He now became the harlots'* humble drudge, 
Their drudge in common : they combined to save 
AwhHe from starving their submissive slave ; 
For now his spirit left him, and his pride. 
His scorn, his rancour, and resentment died ; 
Few were his feelings — ^but the keenest these. 
The rage of hunger, and the sigh for ease ; 
He who abused indulgence, now became 
By want subservient and by misery tame ; 
A slave, Jie begg''d forbearance ; bent with pain. 
He shunned the blow, — " Ah ! strike me not again.'' 
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Thus was he found : the master of a. hoy 
Saw the sad wretchj whom he had known a boy ; 
At first in doubt, but Frederick hud arade 
All shame, and humbly for his aid appUed : 
He, tamed and smitten with the storms gone by, 
Look'd for compasoon through one living eye, 
And stretched th' unpaired hand : the seaman felt 
His honest heart with gentle pity melt. 
And his small boon with cheerful frankness dealt ; 
Then made inquiries of th'' unhappy youth. 
Who told, nor shame forfaade him, all the truth. 

" Young Frederick ThfMnpson to a chandler^s shop 
" By harlots orderM and airaid to stop ! — 
" What ! our good merchant's favourite to be seen 
" In state so loathsome and in dress so mean ?" — 

So thought the seaman as he bade adieu, 
And, when in port, related all he knew. 

But time was lost, inquiry came too late. 
Those whom he served knew nothing of his fate ; 
No ! they had seized on what the sailor gave, 
Nor bore renstance from their abject slave ; 
The spoil obtain'd, they cast him from the door, 
Bobb'd, beaten, hungry, pun'd, diseased and poor. 

Then nature (pointing to the only spot 
Which still' had ccHnfort for so dire a lot,) 
Although so feeble, led him on the way. 
And hope look'd forward to a happier day : 
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He thought, poor prodigal ! a father yet 
His woes would pity and his crimes forget ; 
Nor had he brother who with speech severe 
Would check the pity or refrain the tear : 
A lighta* spirit in his bosom rose. 
As near the road he sought an hour''s repose. 

And .there he found it : he had left the town. 
But buildings yet were scattered up and down ; 
To one of these, half-ruin'^d and half-built. 
Was traced this child of wretchedness and guilt ; 
There on the remnant of a beggar^s vest, 
Thrown by in scorn ! the sufferer sought for rest ; 
There was this scene of vice and wo to close. 
And there the wretched body found repose. 
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THE ALMS-HOUSE AND TRUSTEES. 



Do good by stealth, and blush to find it fame. 

There are a sort of men whose visages 
Do cream and mantle like a standing pool, 
And do a wilful stillness entertain. 
With purpose to be dressM in an opinion ; 
As who should say, '' I am Sir Oracle, 
*' And when I ope my lips let no dog bark.'* 

** Merchant of Venice, 

Sum feliz ; quis enim n^get ? felixque manebo ; 
Hoc quoque quis dubitet ? Tutum me copia fedt. 
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Chronicles of the Day — Truth reckoned inridious-on these 
Occasions — ^An Explanation of the Magnanimity and 
Wisdom of Sir Denys — His Kinds of Moderation and 
Humility — ^Laughton^ his Successor^ a planning^ ambi- 
tious^ wealthy Man — ^Advancement in Life his perpetual 
Object^ and all Things made the Means of it — His Idea of 
Falsehood — His Resentment dangerous : how removed—* 
Success produces Love of Flattery : his daily Gratification 
— His Merits and Acts of Kindness — His proper Choice 
of Alms-Men — In this Respect meritorious — His Prede- 
ces9Cfr not so cautious. 
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THE ALMS-HOUSE AND TRUSTEES. 

Leave now our streets, and in yon plain behold 
Those pleasant seats for the reduced and old ; 
A merchant's gift, whose wife and children died, 
When he to saving all his powers applied ; 
He wore his coat tUl bare was every thread, 
And with the meanest fare his body fed. 
He had a female cousin, who with care 
' Walked in his steps and leam'*d of him to spare ; 
With emulation and success they strove, 
Improving still, still seeking to improve, 
^ As if that useful knowledge they would gain — 
How little food would human life sustain : 
No pauper came their table's crums to crave ; • 
Scraping they Uved, but not a scrap they gave : 
When beggars saw the frugal merchant pass, 
It moved their pity, and they said, ^^ Alas ! 
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** Hard is thy fate, my brother,'' and they felt 

A beggar's pride as they that pity dealt : 

The dogs, who learn of man to scorn the poor, 

Bark'd him away from ev'ry decent door ; 

While they who saw him bare, but thought him rich. 

To show respect or scorn, they knew not which. 
But while our merchant seem'd so base and mean. 

He had his wanderings, sometimes, ^^ not unseen ;" 
' To give in secret was a favourite act. 
Yet more than once they took him in the fact : 
To scenes of various wo he nightly went. 
And serious sums in healing misery spent ; 
Oft has he cheer'd the wretched, at a rate 
For which he daily might have dined on plate ; 
He has been seen — his hair all silver-white. 
Shaking and shining-^as he stole by night. 
To feed unenvied on his still delight. 
A two-fold taste he had ; to pve and spare. 
Both were his duties, and had equal care ; 
It was his joy, to sit alone and fast. 
Then send a widow and her boys repast : 
Tears in his eyes would, spite of him, appear, 
But he from other eyes has kept the tear : 
All in a wint'ry night from far he came. 
To soothe the sorrows of a suff 'ring dame ; 
Whose husband robb'd him, and to whom ke meant 
A lingering, but reforming punishment : 
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Home then he walkM, atid found his dnger rise, 
When fire and rush-light met his troubled eyes; 
But these extinguish^, and his prayer addressed 
To Heaven in hope, he calmly sank to rest. 

His seventieth year was passed, and then was seen 
A building rising on the northern green ; 
There was no blinding all his neighbours^ eyes, 
Or surely no one would have seen it rise ; 
Twelve rooms contiguous stood, and six were near. 
There men were placed, and sober matrons nere ; 
There were behind small useful gardens made. 
Benches before, and trees to give them shade ; 
In the first room were seen, above, below. 
Some marks of taste^ a few attempts at show ; 
The founder^s picture and his arms were there, 
(Not till he left us,) and an elbowed chair.; 
There, ^mid these signs of his superior place. 
Sat the mild ruler of this humble race. '■ 

Within the row are men who strove in vain, 
Through years of trouble, wealth and ease to gain ; 
Less must they have than an appointed sum, 
And freemen been, or hither must not come ; 
They should be decent and command respect 
(Though needing fortune,) whom these doors protect. 
And should for thirty dismal years have tried 
For peace unftlt and competence denied, 

VOL. II. P 



210 THE AI.MS-HOUSE LET. xiii. 

Strange ! that o^er men thus tram^d in sorrow^s sdiool, 
Power must be held, and they must live by rule ; 
Infirm, corrected by misfortunes, old. 
Their habits settled and their passions cold ; 
Of health, wealth, power, and worldly cares, bereft. 
Still must they not at liberty be left ; 
There must be one to rule them, to restrain 
And guide the movements of his erring train. 

If then control imperious, check ^severe. 
Be needed where such revo^nd m^n appear ; 
To what 'would youth, without such checks, aspire. 
Free the wild wish, uncurVd the strong desire ? 
And where ^n college or in camp) they found 
The heart imgovem^d and the hand unbound ? 

His house endowed, the generous man resigned 
All power to rule, nay power of choice declined ; 
He and the female saint survived to view 
Their work complete, and bade the world adieu ! 

Six are the guardians of this happy seat. 
And one preades when they on business meet ; 
As each expires, the five a brother choose ; 
Nor would Sir Denys Brand the charge refuse; 
True, ^twas beneath him, ^^ but to do men good 
" Was motive never by his heart withstood :** 
He too is gone, and they again must strive 
To find a man in whom his gifts survive. ' 
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Now, in the various records of the dead, . 
Thy i¥orth, Sir Denys, shall be weighed and read ; 
There we the glory of thy honse shall trace, 
With each alEance of thy noble race. 

Yes ! here we have him !-— '^ Came in William^s reign, 
'' The Norman-Brand ; the blood without a stain ; 
'^ From the fierce Dane and ruder Saxon dear, 
*' Pict, Irish, Scot, or Cambrian mountaineer ; 
^ But the pure Norman was the sacred spring, 
^ And he. Sir Denys, was in heart a king : 
^^ Erect in person and so firm in soul, 
** Fortune he seemed to govern and control; 
*' Generous as he who ^ves his all away, 
** Prudent as one who toils for weekly pay; 
^^ In him all merits were decreed to meet, 
^^ Sincere though cautious, frank and yet discreet, 
^' Just all his dealings, faithful every word, 
^^ His passioms* master, and his temperas lord.^' 

Yet more, kind dealers in decaying fame? 
His magnanimity you next proclaim ; 
You give him learning, join'^d with sound good sense. 
And match bis wealth with his benevolence; 
What hides the multitude of sins, you add. 
Yet seem to doubt if sins he ever bad. 

Poor honest Truth ! thou wrif st of living men. 
And art a railer and detractor then ; 
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They die, again to be described, and now 
A foe to merit and mankind art thou ! 

Why banish truth? it injures not the dead, 
It aids not them with flattery to be fed; 
And when mankind such perfect pictures yiew, 
They copy less, the more they think them true. 
Let us a mortal as he was behold. 
And see the dross adhering to the gold; 
When we the errors of the virtuous state, 
Then ^ring men their worth may emulate. 

View then this picture of a noble mind. 
Let him be wise, magnanimous, and kind; 
What was the wisdom? Was it not the frown 
That keeps all question, all inquiry down? 
Hi& words were powerful and decisive all. 
But his slow reasons came for no man'*s call. 
^ 'Tis thus," he cried, no doubt with kind intent. 
To give resultaand spare all argument; — 
Let it be spared — all men at least agree 

Sir Denys Brand had magnanimity : 
*^ His were no vulgar charities; none saw 
^^ Him Uke the merchant to the hut withdraw; 
^' He left to meaner minds the simple deed, 
** By which the houseless rest, the hungry feed; 
^^ His was a public bounty vast and grand, 
^* 'Twas not in him to work with viewless hand; 
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^^ He raised the room that towers above the street^ 

*^ A public room where grateful parties meet; 

^^ He first the life-boat phmn^d; to him the place 

" Is deep in debt— 'twas he revived the race; 

^^ To every public act this hearty friend 

*^ Would give with freedom or with frankness lend ; 

*^ His money built the jail, nor prisoner yet 

^^ Sits at his ease, but he must feel the debt; 

^' To these let candour add his vast display, 

^' Around his man^on all is ^rand and gay, 

^^ And this is bounty with the name of pay.^ . 

I grant the whole, nor from one deed retract. 
But wish recorded too the private act; 
All these were great, but still our hearts approve 
Those ampler tokens of the christian love ; 
^ would ^ve me joy some gracious deed to meet, 
That has not call'^d for glory through the street: 
Who felt for many, could not always shun. 
In some soft moment, to be kind to one ; 
And yet they tell us, when Sir Denys died. 
That not a widow in the Borough sighed ; 
Great were his ^ts, his mighty heart I own. 
But why describe what all the world has known? 

The rest is petty pride, the useless art 
Of a vain mind to hide a swelling heart : 
Small was his private room ; men found him thei*e 
By a plsun table, on a paltry chair ; 
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A wreU^ied flix»>clotIi, and some prints around. 

The easy punliase of a angk pound : 

These humble trifles and that study small 

Make a strong contrast with the servants'* hall ; 

There barely comfort, here a proud excess, 

The pompous seat of pampered idleness, 

Where the sleek rogues with <»ie consent declare. 

They would not hve upon his honour'^s fare ; 

He daily took but one half-hour to dine. 

On one poor dish and some three sips of wine; 

Then he ^d abuse them for thdr sumptuous feasts, 

And say, ^ My friends ! you make yourselves like beasts; 

*^ One dish suffices any man to dine. 

But you are greedy as a herd of swine; 

Learn to be temperate.^ — Had they dared f obey. 
He would have praised and turned them all away. 

Friends met Sir Denys ridiug in his ground. 
And there the meekness of his spirit found : 
For that grey coat, not new for many a year. 
Hides all that would like decent dress appear ; 
An old brown pony ^twas his will to ride. 
Who shuffled onward, and from side to side ; 
A five-pound purchase, but so fat and sleek. 
His very plenty made the creature weak, 

" Sir Denys Brand ! and on so poor a steed T 
" Poor! il may be-- such things I never heed:'' 
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And who that youth behmd^ of pleasant mien, 
EquippM as one who wishes to be seen, 
Upon a horse^ twice victor for a plate, 
A noble hunter, bought at dearest rate? — 
Him the lad fearing, yet resolved to guide. 
He curbs his spirit, while he strokes his pride. 

'^ A handsome youth. Sir Denys ; and a horse 
" Of finer figure never trod the course, — 
" Yours, without question ?'^ — " Yes ! T think a groom 
^^ Bought me the beast ; I cannot say the sum : 
^^ I ride him not, it is a foolish pride 
" Men have in cattle — ^but my people ride ; 

The boy is — ^hark ye, sirrah ! what 's your name ? 

Ay, Jacob, yes ! I recollect-^the same ; 
^^ As I bethink me now, a tenani*s son — 
** I think a tenant— is your father one?^ 

There was an idle boy who ran about. 
And found his master^s humble spirit out; 
He would at awful distance snatch a look. 
Then run away and hide him in some nook ; 

For oh !^ quoth he, ^^ I dare not fix my sdght 

On him, his grandeur puts n)e in a fright ; 
^^ Oh ! Mister Jacob, when you wait on him, 
" Do you -not quake and tremble every limb ?" 

The steward soon had orders — " Summers, see 
'^ That Sam be clothed, and let him wait on me.^ 
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Sir Denys died, bequmtliiiig all a&iis 
In trust to Lai]g^toa*s Imig experienced cares; 
Before a guardian, and %r Defiys dead. 
All rule and power derolred upcm his head: 
Numbers are calTd to govem, but in fact 
Only the powerful and aswimiitg act 

Laughton, too wise to be a dupe to fimte. 
Cared not a whit of what descent he came. 
Till he was rich ; he then oonooved the thought 
To fish for pedigree, but never cau^t: 
All his desire, when he was young and poor. 
Was to advance ; he never cared for more: 

Let me buy, sell, be factor, take a wife. 

Take any road to get along in hfe.^ 

Was he a miser then ? a robber ? foe 
To those who trusted ? a decdver? — ^No! 
He was ambitious ; all his powers of mind 
Were to one end ocmtroll^d, improved, combined ; 
Wit, learning, judgment, were, by his account, 
Steps for the ladder he design^ to mount : 
Such step was money: wealth was but his slave. 
For power he gained it, and for power he gave ; 
Full well the Borough knows that he ^d the art 
, Of bringing money to the surest mart ; 
Friends too were aids, they led to certain ends. 
Increase of power and claim on other friends. 
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A favourite step was mairiage : then he gained 
Seat in our hall, and o^er his party reignM ; 
Houses and lands he bought, and longed to buy, 
But never drew the springs of purchase diy, 
And thus at last they answered every call, 
The failing found him ready for their fall : 
He walks along the street, the mart, the quay. 
And looks and mutters, /^ This belongs to me.*" 
His passions all partook the general bent ; 
Interest informed him when he should resent. 
How long reidst, and on what terms relent : 
In points where he determined to succeed. 
In vain might reason or compassion plead ; 
But gain'^d his point, he was the best of men,* 
''Twas loss of time to be vexatious then : 
Hence he was mild to all men whom he led. 
Of all who dared resist the scourge and dread. 
Falsehood in him was not the useless lie 

Of boasting pride or laughing vanity; 

» 

It was the gainful, the persuading art. 
That made its way and won the doubting heart. 
Which argued, softenM, humbled, and prevaiPd ; 
Nor was it tried till ev'ry truth had failM ; 
No sage on earth could more than he despise 
Degrading, poor, unprofitable lies. 

Though fond of gain, and grieved by wanton waste. 
To social parties he had no distaste 5 
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With one presiding purpose in his view. 
He sometimes could descend to trifle too! 
Yet, in these moments, he had still the art 
To ope the looks and close the guarded heart ; 
And, hke the public host, has sometimes made 
A CTand repast, for which the guests have paid. 

At length, with power endued and wealthy grown. 
Frailties and paarions, long suppress'd, were shown ; 
Then to provoke him was a dangerous thing, 
His pride would punish, and his temper sting; 
His powerful hatred sought th^ avenging hour. 
And his proud vengeance struck with all his power. 
Save when th^ offender took a prudent way 
The rising storm of fury to allay: 
This might he do, and so in safety sleep. 
By largely casting to the angry deep; 
Or, better yet ^ts swelling force t^ assuage,) 
By pouring oil of flattery on its rage. 

And now, of all the heart approved, possess^. 
Feared, favour^, followM, dreaded, and caressM, 
He gently yields to one mellifluous joy^ 
The only sweet that is not found to cloy, 
Bland adulation ! other pleasures pall 
On the sick taste, and transient are they all ; 
But this one sweet has such enchanting power. 
The more we take, the faster we devour ; 
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Nauseous to those who must the dose apply, 
And most disgusting to the standers-by ; 
Yet in all companies will Laughton feed. 
Nor care how grossly men perform the deed. 

As gapes the nursling, or, what comes moi« near, 
Some Friendly-island chief, for hourly cheer ; 
When wives and slaves, attending round his seat, 
Prepare by turns the masticated meat: 
So for this master, husband, parent, friend. 
His ready slaves their various efforts blend. 
And, to their lord still eagerly inchned, 
Pour the crude trash of a dependent mind. 

But let the muse assign the man his due : 
Worth he possess^, nor were his virtues few ;— - 
He sometimes helped the injured in tl^eir cause ; 
His power and purse have backM th^ faiUng laws ; 
He for religion has a due respect, 
And all his serious notions are correct ; 
Although he pray'^d and languished for a son. 
He grew resigned when Heaven denied him one; ' 
He never to this quiet mansion sends 
Subject unfit, in compliment to friends : 
Not so Sir Denys, who would yet protest 
He always chose the worthiest and the best ; 
Not men in trade by various loss brought down, 
But those whose glory once amazed the town, 
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Who thdr last guinea in their {Measures spent, 

Yet never fell so low as to repent; 

To these his pity he could largely deal, 

Wealth they had known, and therefore want oould fed.* 

Three seats were vacant while Sir Denys reign'*d, 
And three such favourites their admisEdon gain'^d; 
These let us view, still more to understand 
The moral feelings of Sir Denys Brand. 
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LETTER XIV. 
INHABITANTS OF THE ALMS-HOUSE. 

BLANEY. 



Sed quia csbcos inert ntiig anunr, onine fntumm 

Despuatur ; suadent brevem pnewntui fractunHf 

Et ruit in ▼edtom damni secura libido. 

Claudian, in Eutrop. 



Nnnquam parvo oontenta peracta 
Et quaBsitoram teHL pdagoque dbomm 
AmbitioBa fiunes et lautae gloria mense. 

Et Luxus, populator Opam, tibi lemper adhaereDi, 
Infeliz humiH greasa oomitatur Egertas. 

Cktndian, m R^/lnMm. 



Behold what blessing wealth to life can lend ! 

Pope. 



Blauey, a wealthy Heir^ dissipated, and reduced to Poverty — 
— His Fortune restored by Marriage : again consumed — 
His Manner of living in the West Indies — Recalled to a 
larger Inheritance — His more refined and expensive Luxu- 
ries — His Method of qaieting Conscience — Death of his 
Wife — Again beoone poor — His Method of supporting 
Existence — ^Hia Ideas of Religion — His Habits and Con- 
nexions wbea old — ^Admitted into the Alms-Hpuse. 



THE BOROUGH. 



LETTER XIV. 



LIFE OF BLANEY. 



Observe that tall pale veteran ! what a look 
Of shame and guilt ! who cannot read that book ? 
Misery and mirth are blended in his face. 
Much innate vileness and some outward grace; 

■ 

There wishes strong and stronger griefs are*seen. 
Looks ever changed, and never one serene : 
Show not that manner, and these features all. 
The serpent'^s cunning and the sinner'^s fall ? 

Hark to that laughter !— ^tis the way he takes 
To force applause for each vile jest he makes ; 
Such is yon man^ by partial favour sent 
To these calm seats to ponder and repent. 

Blaney, a wealthy heir at twenty-one. 
At twenty-five was ruined and undone : 

« 

These years with grievous crimes we need not load. 
He found his ruin in the common road ; — 
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Gamed without skill, without inquiry bought. 

Lent without love, and bonowM without thought. 

But, gay and handsome, he had soon the dower 

Of a kind wealthy widow in his power : 

Then he aspired to loftier flights of vice. 

To singing harlots of enormous price : 

He took a jockey in his gig to buy 

A horse, so valued, that a duke was shy : 

To gain the plaudits of the knowing few, 

Gramblers and grooms, what would not Blaney do? 

His dearest friend, at that improving age, 

Was Hounslow Dick, who drove the western stage. 

. Cruel he was not — ^If he left his wife. 
He left her to her own pursuits in life ; 
Deaf to reports, to all expenses blind. 
Profuse, not just, and careless, but not kind. 
Yet thus asiosted, ten long winters passM 
In wasting guineas ere he saw his last ; 
Then he began to reason, and to feel 
He could not dig, nor had he leamM to steal ; 
And should he beg as long as he might live, 
He justly fear'^d that nobody would give : 
But he could charge a pistol, and at will. 
All that was mortal, by a bullet kill; 
And he was taught, by those whom he would call 
Man^s surest guides — ^that he was mortal all. 
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While thus he thought, still waiting for the day, 
When he should dare to blow his brains away, 
A place for him a kind relation found, 
Where England'^s monarch ruled, bqt far from English 

ground; 
He gave employ that might for bread suffice, 
Correct his habits and restrain his vice. 

Here Blaney tried (what such man^s miseries teach) 
To find what pleasures were within his reach ; 
These he enjoyed, though not in just the 3tyle 
He once possessed them in his native isle ; 
Congenial souls he found in every place. 
Vice in all soils, and charms in every race ; 
His lady took the same amusing way. 
And laughM at Time till he had tum'd them grey: 
At length for England once again they steer'd, 
By ancient views and new designs endeared ; 
His kindred died, and Blaney now became 
An heir to one who never heard his name. 

What could he how ? — The man had tried before 
The joys of youth, and they were joys no more ; 
To vicious jdeasure he was sdll inclined. 
But vice must now be seasoned and refined ; 
Then as a swine he would on pleasure seize. 
Now common ple^^ures had no power to please : 
Beauty alone has for the vulgar charms, ^ 
He wanted beauty trembling with alarms : 
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His was no mofe a youthful dieam of joy, 
The wretch desired to rum and destroy; 
He bought indulgeuoe with a boundless price. 
Most pleased wbeack decency bow^d down to vice. 
When a fidr dame her husband^s honour sold. 
And a firail countess playM for Blaney'^s gold. 

*^ But did not omscience in her anger rise ?^ 
Tes ! and he kam'^d her telrrora to despise ; 
Whoi stui^ by thought, to soothing books he fled. 
And grew composed and hardened as he read; > 
Tales of YolUure^ and essays gay and slight. 
Pleased him and shcme with thdr phosphoric light ; 
Which, thou^ it rose firom objects vile and base. 
Where'er it came threw ^endour on the place. 
And was that light which the deluded youth. 
And this grey sinner, deemed the li^t of truth. 

He different works for differoit cause adnured. 
Some fix*d his judgment, some his pasdons fired ; 
To cheer the mind and raise a dormant flame. 
He had the books, decreed to lasting shame. 
Which those who read are careful not to name : 
These won to vidous act the yielding heart. 
And then the cooler reasoners soothed the smart. 

He heard of Blount, and Mandeville, and Chubb, 
How they the doctors of thdr day would drub ; 
How Hume had dwelt aa miracles so well. 
That none would now believe a miracle ; 
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And though he cared not works so grave to read. 
He caught their faith and sign'd the sinner'^s creed. 

Thus was he pleased to join the laughing side, 
Nor ceased the laughter when his lady died ; 
Yet was he kind and careful of her fame, 
And on her tomb inscribed a virtuous name ; 
" A tender wife, respected, and so forth,'^ — 
The marble still bears witness to the worth. 

He has some children, but he knows not where ; 
Something they cost, but neither love nor care; 
A father^s feelings he has never known, 
His joys, his sorrows, have been all his own. 

He now would build — and lofty seat he built, 
And sought, in various ways, relief from guUt 
Restless^ for ever anxious to obtain 
Ease for the heart by ramblings of the brain. 
He would have pictures, and of course a taste, 
And found a thousand means his wealth to waste. 
Newmarket steeds he bought at mighty cost ; 
They sometimes won, but Blaney always lost. 

Quick came his ruin, came when he had still 
For life a relish, and in pleasure skill: 
By his own idle reckoning he supposed 
His wealth would last him till his life was closed ; 
But no ! he found his final hoard was spent, 
While he had years to suffer and repent 

q2 
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Yet at the last, his nohle mind to show. 
And in his misery how he bore the blow. 
He view'd his only guinea, then suppressed, 
For a short time, the tumults in his breast, 
And, mored by pride, by habit and despair. 
Gave it an opera-bird to hum an air. 

Come ye ! who live for pleasure, come, behold 
A man trf pleasure when he's poor and old ; 
When he looks back through life, and cannot find 
A idngle action to relieve his mind ; 
When he looks forward, striving still to keep 
A steady prospect of eternal sleep ; 
When not one friend is left, of all the traiu 
Whom 'twas his pride and boast to entertain, — 
Friends now employ'd from house to house to run 
And say, " Alas ! poor Blaney is undone f — 
Those whcHU he shook with ardour by the hand, 
By whom he stood as long as he could stand. 
Who seemed to him irc»u all deception clear, 
And who, more strai^ I might think themselves fflncere. 

Lo ! now the hero shuffling through the town. 
To hunt a dinner and to b^ a crown ; 
To tell an idle tale, that boys may smile ; 
To bear a strumpet's billet-doux a mile ; 
To cull a wanton for a youth of wealth, 
(With reverend view to both his taste and health) ; 
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To be a useful, needy thing between 

Fear and desire — the pander and the screen ; 

To flatter pictures, houses, hcnrses, dress, 

The wildest fashion or the worst excess; 

To be the grey seducer, and entice 

Unbearded folly into acts of vice ; 

And then, to level every fence which law 

And virtue fix to keep the mind in awe, 

He first inveigles youth to walk astray. 

Next prompts and soothes them in their fatal way. 

Then vindicates the deed, and makes the mind his prey. 

Unhappy man ! what pains he takes to state — 
(Proof of his fear !) that all below is fate ; 
That all proceed in one appointed track. 
Where none can stop, or take their journey back : 
Then what is vice or virtue ? — ^Yet he'll rail 
At priests till memory and quotation fail ; 
He reads, to learn the various ill^ they Ve done. 
And calls them vipers, every mother'^s son. 

He is the harlot'^s aid, who wheedling tries 
To move her friend for vanity's suppCes; 
To weak indulgence he allures the mind. 
Loth to be duped, but willing to be kind ; 
And if successful — what the labour pays? 
He gets the friend's contempt and Chloe'^s priusc. 
Who, in her triumph, condescends to say, 
** What a good creature Blaney was to-day !" 
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Hear the poor daemon when the young attend. 
And willmg ear to vile experience lend; 
When Jie relates (with lauglung, leering eye) 
The tale licentious, mix'^d with blasphemy : 
No genuine gladness his narrations cause, 
The frailest heart denies sincere applause ; 
And many a youth has tum''d him half aside, 
And laugh'd aloud, the »gn of shame to hide. 

Blaney, no aid in his vile cause to lose. 
Buys pictures, prints, and a licentious muse ; 
He borrows every help from every art. 
To stir the passions and mislead the heart : 
But from the subject let us soon escape, 
Nor give this feature all its ugly shape : 
Some to their crimes escape from satire owe ; 
Who shall describe what Blaney dares to show? 

While thus the man, to yice and passion slave,- 
Was, with his follies, moving to the grave. 
The ancient ruler of this mansion died. 
And Blaney boldly for the seat applied ; 
Sir Denys Brand, then guardian, join'^d his suit ; 

'Tis true,'' said he, " the fellow's quite a brute — 

A very beast ; but yet, with all his sin, 
" He has a manner — let the devil in,'' 

They half complied, they gave the wish'd retreat. 
But raised a worthier to the vacant seat. 
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Thus forced on ways unlike each former way, 
Thus led to prayer without a heart to pray, 
He quits the gay and rich, the young and free. 
Among the badge-men with a badge to be : 
He sees an humble tradesman raised to rule 
The grey-beard pupils of this moral school ; 
Where he himself, an old licentious boy, 
Will nothing learn, and nothing can enjoy; 
In template measures he must eat and drink, 
And, pain of pains ! must live alone and think. 

In vain, by fortune^s smiles, thrice affluent made, 
Still has he debts of andent date unpaid ; 
Thrice into penury by error thrown. 
Not one right maxim has he made his own ; 
The old men shun him,— some his vices hate. 
And all abhor his principles and prate ; 
Nor love nor care for him wiJl mortal show, 
Save a frail sister in the female row. 



THE BOROUGH. 



LETTER XV. 
INHABITANTS OF THE ALMS-HOUSE. 

CLELIA. 



She early Found herself mistresB of herself All she did was right : all 
she said was admired. Early, very early, did she dismiss blushes from her 
cheek : she oould not blush, because she could not doubt ; and silence, what* 
ever was the subject, was as much a stranger to her as diffidence. 

BicltardMn* 



Quo fugit Venus? heu ! Qaove color? decens 
Quo motus? Quid habes illius, illius, 
QusB qtirabat amores. 
Quae me surpuerat mihi? 

HortUiui^ lib. iv. od. 1 5. 



Her lively and pleasant Manners — Her Reading and Decision 
— Her Intercourse with different Classes of Society — Her 
Kind of Character — ^The favoured Lover — Her Manage- 
ment of him : his of her — ^After one Period^ Clelia with an 
Attorney : her Manner and Situation there — Another such 
Period, when her Fortune still declines — Mistress of an 

* Inn — A Widow— ^Another such Interval : she becomes 
poor and infirm, but still vain and frivolous — ^The fallen 
Vanity — Admitted into the House : meets Blaney. 
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LETTER XV. 



CLELIA. 



We had a sprightly nymph — ^in every town 

Are some such sprights, who wander up and down; 

She had her useful arts, and could contrive, 

In timers despite, to stay at twenty-five ; — 

" Here will I rest ; move on, thou lying year, 

^^ This is mine age, and I will rest me here.^ 

Arch was her look, and she had pleasant ways 
Your good opinion of her heart to raise ; 
Her speech was lively, and with ease expressM, 
And well she judged the tempers she address'^d : 
If some soft stealing had. her keenness felt, ' 
She knew the way to make his anger melt ; 
Wit was allow'^d her, though but few could bring 
Direct examjde of a witty thing ; 
''Twas that gay, pleasant, smart, engaging speech, 
Her beaux admired, and just within their reach ; 
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Not indiscreet perhaps, but yet more free 
Than prudish nymphs allow their wit to be. 

Novels and plays, with poems, old and new, 
Were all the books our nymph attended to ; 
Yet from the press no treatise issued forth. 
But she would speak precisely of its worth. 

She with the London stage familiar grew, 
And every actor^s name and merit knew; 
She told how this or that their part mistook. 
And of the rival Romeos gave the look; 
Of either house 'twas hers the strength to see. 
Then judge with candour — " Drury-Lane for me.*" 

What made this knowledge, what this skill complete? 
A fortnight's visit in Whitechapel-street. 

Her place in life was rich and poor between. 
With those a favourite, and with these a queen ; 
She could her parts assume, and condescend 
To friends more humble while an humble friend : 
And thus a welcome, lively guest could pass. 
Threading her pleasant way from class to class. 

** Her reputation ?^ — That was like her wit. 
And seem'^d her manner and her state to fit; 
Something there was, what, none presumed to say. 
Clouds lightly passing on a smiling day, — 
Whispers and hints which went from ear to ear. 
And mix'd reports no judge on earth could clear. 



■i 



LET. XV. ALMS-HOUSE— CLJXIA. 237 

But of each sex a friendly number press'^d 
To joyous banquets this alluring guest : 
There, if indulging mhrth, and freed from awe. 
If pleasing all, and pleased with all she saw, 
Her speech were free, and such as freely dwelt 
On the same feelings all around her felt ; 
Or if some fond presuming favourite tried 
To come so near as once to be denied ; 
Yet not with brow so stem or speech so nice, 
But that he ventured on denial twice :— 
If these have been, and so has scandal taught, 
Yet malice never found the proof she sought. 

But then came one, the Lovelace of his day. 
Rich, proud, and crafty, handsome, brave, and gay; 
Yet loved he not those laboured plans and arts. 
But left the business to the ladies^, hearts. 
And when he found them in a proper train. 
He thought all else superfluous and vain: 
But in that training he was deeply taught. 
And rarely fail'^d of gaining all he sought ; 
He knew how far directly on to go. 
How to recede and dally to and fro ; 
How to make all the passions his aUies, 
And, when he saw them in contention rise. 
To watch the wrought-up heart, and conquer by surprise. 
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Our heroine feared him not ; it was her part. 
To make sure conquest of such gentle heart — 
Of one so mild and humble ; for she saw 
In Henry's eye a love chastised by awe. 
Her thoughts of virtue were not all sublime, 
Nor virtuous all her thoughts ; Hwas now her time 
To bait each hook, in every way to please. 
And the rich prize with dexterous hand to seize. 
She had no virgin-terrors.; she could stray 
In all love's maze, nor fear to lose her way ; 
Nay, could go near the precipice, nor dread 
A failing caution or a giddy head ; 
She 'd fix her eyes upon the roaring flood. 
And dance upon the brink where danger stood. 

'Twas nature all, she judged, m one so young. 
To drop the eye and falter in the tongue ; 
To be about to take, and then command 
His daring wish, and only view the hand : 
Yes ! all was nature ; it became a maid 
Of gende soul t' encourage love afraid ; — 
He, so unlike the confidetit and bold. 
Would fly in mute despair to find her cold : 
The young and tender germ requires the sun 
To make it spread ; it must be smiled upon. 
'Thus the kind virgin gentle means devised, 
To gain a heart so fond, a hand so prized ; 
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More gentle still she grew, to change her way. 
Would cause confusion, danger and delay: 
Thus (an increase of gentleness her mode), 
She took a plain, unvaried, certain road. 
And every hoiur believed success was near. 
Till there was nothing left to hope or fear. 

It must be own'^d that in this strife of hearts, 
Man has advantage-has superior arts : ^ 
The lover'^s aim is to the nymph unknown. 
Nor is she always certain of her own ; 
Or has her fears, nor these can so disguise. 
But he who searches, reads them in her eyes. 
In the avenging frown, in the regretting sighs : 
These are his signals, and he learns to steer 
The straighter course whenever they appear. 



" Pass we ten years, and what was Clelia'^s fate ?^ 
Att an attomey'^s board alert she sate, 
Not legal mistress : he with other men 
Once sought her hand, but other views were then ; 
And when he knew he might the bhss command. 
He other blissing sought, without the hand ; 
For still he felt alive the lambent flame. 
And ofier'd har a home,— -and home she came. 
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There, tliougfa her higher firieiidships lived no wore^ 
She loved to speak of what she shared befcM«-*- 
Of the dear Lucy, heiress of the hall, — 
Of good Sir Peter,-— of their ammal baD, 
'* And the fair countess ! — Oh ! she loved them all !^ 
The humbler clients of her finend would stare, 
The knowing smile,^ — ^but n»ther caused her care; 
She' brought her sprits to her humble state^ 
And soothed with idle dreams her frowning fate. 



^< Ten summers passed, and how was Qelia thenf* 
Alas ! she suffer*d in this trying t^i ; 
The pair had parted : who to him attend. 
Must judge the nymph unfaithful to her fiiend; 
But who on her would equal faith, bestow. 
Would think him rash, — and surely she must know. 

Then as a matixm Clelia taught a school. 
But nature gave not talents fit for rule : 
Yet now, though marks of wasting years were seoi, 
Some touch of sorrow, some attack of spleai ; 
Still there was life, a spirit quick and gay. 
And lively speech and elegant array. 

The Griffin^s landlord these allured so far. 
He made her mistress of his heart and bar; 
He had no idle retrospective whim. 
Till she was his, her deeds concerned not him : 
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So far was well, — but Clelia tliought not fit 
(In all the Griffin needed) to submit : 
Gaily to dress and in the bar preside, 
Soothed the poor spirit of degraded pride ; 
But cooking, waiting, welcoming a crew 
Of noisy guests, were arts she never knew : 
Hence daily wars, with temporary truce, 
His vulgar insult, and her keen abuse ; 
And as their spirits wasted in the strife. 
Both took the Griffin's ready aid of life ; 
But she witn greater prudence — Harry tried 
More powerful aid, and in the trial died ; 
Yet drew down vengeance : in no distant time, 
Th' insolvent Griffin struck liis wings sublime;— 
Forth from her palace walk'd th' ejected queen, 
And show'd to frowning fate a look serene ; . 
Gay spite of time, though poor, yet well attired, 
Kind without love, and vain if not admired. 



Another term is past ; ten other years 
In various trials, troubles, views, and fears : 
Of these some passed in small attempts at trade ; 
Houses she kept for widowers lately made ; 
For now she said, " They '11 njiss th' endearing friend, 
** And I '11 be there the soften'd heart to bend :" 
And true a part was done as Clelia plann'd — 
The heart was soften'd, but she miss'd the hand. 
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She wrote a novel, and Sir Deoys said. 

The dedication was the best he read ; 

But Edgeworths, Smiths, and Radcliffes bo en^^oss'd 

The public ear, that all her pains were losL 

To keep a toy-shop was attempt the last, 

There too she fulM, and schemes and hopes were past. 

Now friendless, luck and old, and wanting bread. 
The firstJwm tears of fallen pride were died— 
True, bitter tears ; and yet that wounded pride. 
Among the poor, for poor distinctions ^gh'd. 
Though now her tales were to her audience fit ; 
Though loud her tones, and vulgar grown her wit ; 
Though now her dress — (but let me not explmn 
The piteous patch-work of the needy-vain. 
The flirtish form to coarse materials lent. 
And one poor robe through fifty fashions sent) ; 
Though all within was sad, without was mean,— 
Still 'twas her wish, her comfort to be seen : 
She would to plays on lowest terms resort, . 
Where once her box was to the beaux a court ; 
And, strange delight! to that same house, where she 
Join'd in the dance, all g^ety and glee. 
Now with the menials crowding to the wall, 
She 'd see, not share, the pleasures of the ball. 
And with degraded vanity unfold, 
How she too triumph'd in the years of cAd. 
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To her poor friends 'tis now her pride to tell 
On what a height, she stood before she fell ; 
At church she points to one tall seat, and " There 
" We sat,'** she cries, " when my papa was mayor.**' 
Not quite correct in what she now relates. 
She alters persons, and she forges dates ; 
And finding memory's weaker help decay'd, 
She boldl}' calls invention to her aid. 

Touch'd by the pity he had felt before, 
For her Sir Denys op'd the alms-house door : 
" With all her faults," he said, " the woman knew 
" How to distinguish — had a maimer too ; 
" And, as they say, she is allied to some 
" In decent station — let the creature come." 

Here she and Blaney meet, and take their view 
Of all the pleasures they would still pursue : 
Hour after hour they sit, and nothing hide 
Of vices past ; their follies are their pride ; 
What to the sober and the cool are crimes. 
They boast— exulting in those happy times ; 
The darkest deeds no indignation raise. 
The purest virtue never wins their praise ; 
But still they on their ancient joys dilate^ 
Still with regret departed glories state. 
And mourn their grievous fall, and curse their rigorous 
fate. 
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THE BOROUGH. 



LETTER XVI. 

INHABITANTS OF THE ALMS-HOUSE, 

BENBOW. 



Thou art the Knight of the Burning Lamp — if thou wast any wajr 
given 4)0 virtue, I would swear by thy face ; my oath should be by this 
fir& Oh ! thou 'rt a perpetual triumph, thou hast saved me a thousand 
marks .in links and torches, walking in a night betwixt tavern and 
tavern. Shakipeare, 

Ebrietas tibi fida comes, tibi Luxus» et atris 
Circa te semper voUtans Infamia pennis. 

Siiiu* Italicus. 



Benbow^ an improper Companion for the Badgemen of tbe 
Alms-house — He resembles Bardolph — ^Left in Trade by 
his Father — Contracts useless Friendships — His Friends 
drink with him, and employ others — Called worthy and 
honest ! Why — Effect of Wine on the Mind of Man — 
Benbow's common Subject — the Praise of departed Friends 
and Patrons — ^'Squire Asgill, at the Grange : his Manners, 
Servants, Friends — True to his Church : ought therefore 
to be spared — His Son's different C(Miduct — Vexation of 
the Father's Spirit if admitted to see the Alteration — 
Captain Dowling, a boon Companion, ready to drink at 
all Times, and with any Company : famous in his 61ub- 
room — His easy Departure — Dolley Murrey, a Maiden 
advanced in Years: abides by Ratafia and Cards — Her 
free Manners — Her Skill in the Game — Her Preparation 
and Death — Benbow, how interrupted : his Submission. 
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LETTER XVI. 



BEN BOW. 



See! yonder badgeman, with that glowing face, 
A meteor shining in this sober place ; 
Vast sums were paid, and many years were past, 
Ere gems so rich around their radiance cast ! 
Such was the fiery front that Bardolph wore. 
Guiding his master to the tavern-door ; 
There first that meteor rose, and there alone, 
In its due place, the rich effulgence shone : 
But this strange fire the seat of peace invades, 
And shines portentous in these solemn shades. 
Benbow, a boon companioi^, long approved 
By jovial sets, and (as he thought) beloved, 
Was judged as one to joy and friendship prone. 
And deemed injurious to himself alone ; 
Gen'rous and free, he paid but small regard 
To trade, and faiPd ; and some declared " 'twas hard :' 
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These were his friends — ^his foes conceived the case 
Of common kind ; he sought and found disgrace: 
The reasoning few, who neither scom'^d nor loved. 
His feelings pitied and his faults- reproved. 

Beabow, the father, left possessions fair, 
A worthy name and business to his heir ; 
Benbow, the son, those fair possessions sold. 
And lost his credit, while he spent the gold : 
He was a jovial trader : men enjoy'^d 
The night with him ; his day was unemployM ; 
So when his credit and his cash were spent, 
Here, by mistaken pity, he was sent ; 
Of late he came, with passions unsubdued. 
And shared and cursed the hated solitude. 
Where gloomy thoughts arise, where grievous cares in- 
trude. 

Known but in drink — he found an easy friend, 
Well pleased his worth and honour to commend ; 
And thus inform^, the guardian of the trust 
Heard the applause and said the claim was just ; 
A worthy soul ! unfitted for the strife. 
Care and contention of a busy life ;> — 
Worthy, and why.^ — that o^er the midnight bowl 
He made his friend the partner of his soul. 
And any man his friend : — then thus in glee, 
'* I speak my mind, I love the truth,^'' quoth he-; 
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Till Hwas his fate that useful truth to find, 
'^Tis sometimes prudent not to speak the mind. 

With wine inflated, man is all upblown, 
And feels a power which he beUeves his owi> ; 
With fancy soaring to the skies, he thinks 
His all the virtues all the while he drinks ; 
But when the gas from the balloon is gone, 
When sober thoughts and serious cares come on, 
Where then the worth that in himself he found ? — 
Vanish'^d — ^and he sank grov^Hng on the ground. 

Still some conceit will Benbow''s mind inflate, 
Poor as he is, — ^'tis pleasant to relate 
The joys he once possessed — ^it soothes his present state. 

Seated with some grey beadsman, he regrets 
His former feasting, though it swellM his debts ; 
Topers onCe famed, his friends in earlier days, 
Well he describes, and tliinks description praise : 
Each hero's worth with much delight he paints ; 
Martyrs they were, and he would make them saints. , 

" Alas ! aJas !'' Old England now may say, 
" My glory withers ; it has had its day : 
" WeVe fallen on evil times ; men read and think ; 
" Our bold forefathers loved to fight and drink. 

" Then lived the good 'Squire Asgill — ^what a change 
" Has death and fashion shown us at the Grange ! 
" He bravely thought it best became his rank, 
'^ That all his tenants and his tradesmen drank ; 
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He was delighted from his favourite room 
*' To see them ""cross the park go daily home, 
" Praising aloud the liquor and the host. 

And striving who should venerate him most. 
No pride had he, and there was difference small 
" Between the master^s and the servants'* hall ; 
" And here or there the guests were welcome all. 
*' Of Heaven'*s free gifts he took no special care, 
" He never quarrePd for a simple hare ; 
** But sought, by ^ving sport, a sportsman^s name, 
" Himself a poacher though at other game : 
" He never planted nor inclosed — his trees 
^^ Grew like himself, untroubled and at ease : 
^^ Bounds of all kinds he hated, and had felt 
'^ Choked and imprisoned in a modem belt, 
** Which some rare genius now has twined about 
" The good old house, to keep old neighbours out : 
** Along his valleys, in the evening-hours, 
" The borough-damsels stray'd to gather flowers, 
" Or by the brakes and brushwood of the park, 
^^ To take their pleasant rambles in the dark. 

" Some prudes, of rigid kind, forbore to call 
" On the kind females — ^favourites at the hall ; 
^" But better natures sa^, with much delight, 
^^ The dijfferent orders of mankind unite ; 
^^ ''Twas schooling pride to see the footman wait, 
*' Smile on his aster and receive her plate. 
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" His worship ever was a churchman true, 
" He held in scorn the methodistic crew ; 
" May Grod defend the Church, and save the King, 
" He'd pray devoutly and divinely sing. 
" Admit that he the holy day would spend ^ 
" As priests approved not, still he was a friend : 
" Much then I blame the preacher, as too nice, 
" To call such trifles by the name of vice ; 
" Hinting, though gently and with cautious speech, 
" Of good example — ^'tis their trade to preach r 
" But still "'twas pity, when the worthy ""squire 
" Stuck to the church ; what more could they require ? 
" 'Twas almost joining that fanatic crew, 
" To throw such morals at his honour's pew ; 
" A weaker man, had he been so reviled, 
" Had left the place — he only swore and smiled. 
" But think, ye rectors and ye curates, think, 
" Who are your friends, and at their frailties wink ; 
" Conceive not — mounted on your Sunday-throne, 
" Your fire-brands fall upon your foes alone ; 
" They strike your patrons — and, should all witlidraw, 
" In whom your wisdoms may discern a flaw, 
" You would the flower of all your audience lose, 
** And spend your crackers on their empty pews. 

*^ The father dead, the son has found a wife, 
" And lives a formal, proud, unsocial life ; — 
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^^ The lands are now enclosed ; the tenants all, 
** Save at a rent-day, never see the hall : 
" No lass is suffered ©''er the walks to come, 
" And if there's love, they have it all at home. 

" Oh ! could the ghost pf our good 'squire arise, 
" And see such change ; would it believe its eyes ? 
" Would it not glide about from place to place, 
" And mourn the manners of a feebler race ? 
*^ At that long table, where the servants found 
" Mirth and abundance while the year went round ; 
" Where a huge pollard on the winter-fire, 
^^ At a huge distance made them all retire ; 
" Where not a measure in the room was kept, 
" And but one rule — they tippled till they slept, — 
" There would it see a pale old hag preside, 
" A thing made up of stinginess and pride ; 
" Who carves the meat, as if the flesh could feel, 
" Careless whose flesh must miss the plenteous meal : 
" Here would the ghost a small coal-fire behold, 
** Not fit to keep one body from the cold ; 
" Then would it flit to higher rooms, and stay 
" To view a dull, dress'd company at play ; 
" All the old comfort, all the genial fare 
" For ever gone ! how sternly would it stare : 
" And though it might not to their view appear,. 
*^ 'T would cause among them lassitude and fear; 
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" Then wait to see — where he delight has seen — 
" The dire effect of fretfulness and spleen. 

" Such were the worthies of these better days ; 
" We had their blessings — they shall have our praise. 

" Of Captain Dowling would you hear me speak? 
" I'd sit and sing his praises for a week : 
" He was a man, and man-like all his joy^ — 
" I'm led to question was he ever boy? 
" Beef was his breakfast ; — if from sea and salt, 
" It rehsh'd better with his wine of malt ; 
" Then, till he dined, if walking in or out, 
" Whether the gravel teased him or the gout, 
** Though short in wind and flannePd every limb, 
" He drank with all who had concerns with him ; 
" Whatever trader, agent, merchant, came, 
" They found him ready, every hour the same ; . 
" Whatever liquors might between them pas^, 
" He took them all, and never balk'd his glass ; 
*' Nay, with the seamen working in the ship, 
" At their request he'd share the grog and flip ; 
" But in the club-room was his chief delight, 
" And punch the favourite liquor of the night ; 
" Man after man they from the trial shrank, 
^* And Dowling ever was the last who drank : 
" Arrived at home, he, ere he sought his bed, 
" With pipe and brandy would compose his head ; 
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^^ Then half an hour was o'er the news beguiled, 

^^ When he retired as harmless as a child. 

" Set but aade the gravel and the gout, 

^^ And breathing short — his sand ran fairly out. 

'^ At fifty-five we lost him — after that 
" Life grows insipid and its pleasures flat; 

He had indulged in all that man can have. 

He did not drop a dotard to his grave ; 
^^ Still to the last, his feet upon the chair, 
** With rattling lungs now gone beyond repair ; . 
*^ When on each feature death had fix''d his stamp, 
^^ And not a doctor could the body vamp ; 
^^ Still at the last, to his beloved bowl 
^^ He clung, and cheered the sadness of his soul ; 
^^ For though a man may not have much to fear, 
^^ Yet death looks ugly, when the view is near : 
«( — < I go,"* he said, ' but still my friends shall say, 
^' ^ ''Twas as a man — I did not sneak away ; 
" * An honest life with worthy souls I Ve spent, — 
^^ *■ Come, fill my glass ;** — ^he took it and he went. 

" Poor Dolly Murrey ! — I might hve to see 
^' My hundredth year, but no such lass as she. 
" Easy by nature, in her humour gay, 
^^ She chose her comforts, ratafia and play : 
^^ She loved the social game, the decent glass ; 
" And was a jovial, friendly, laughing lass ; 
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" We sat not then at Whist demure and still, 
^^ But pass'd the pleasant hours at gay Quadrille : 
" Lame in her side, we placed her in her seat, 
" Her hands were free, she cared not for her feet ; 
^' As the game ended, came the glass around, 
" (So was the loser cheer'^d, the winner crownM.) 
" Mistress of secrets, both the young and old 
" In her confided — ^not a tale she told ; 
" Love never made impression on her mind, 
** She held him weak, and all his captives blind ; 
" She suflFer''d no man her free soul to vex, 
" Free from the weakness of her gentle sex ; 
" One with whom ours unmoved conversing sate, 
" In cool discussion or in free debate. 

" Once in her. chair we'd placed the good old lass, 
" Where first she took her preparation-glass ; 
By lucky thought she'd been that day at prayers. 
And long before had fix'd her small affairs ; 
" So all was easy — on her cards she cast 
" A smiling look ; I saw the thought that pass'd : 
" * A king,' she call'd — tliough conscious of her skill, 
** * Do more,' I answer'd — * More,' she said, * I will;' 
*' And more she did-— cards answer'd to her call, 
** She saw the mighty to her mightier fall : 
** * A vole ! a vole !' she cried, * 'tis fairly won, 
" ' My game is ended and my work is done ;' — 
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^^ This said, she gently, with a single sigh, 
^^ Diesid as one taught and practised how to die. 

*^ Such were the dead-departed ; I survive, 
^^ To breathe in pain among the dead-alive.^ 

The bell then calFd these ancient men to pray, 
" Again l'*^ said Benbow, — •* tolls it every day ? 
** Where is the Ufe I led P'— He sighed and walked his 
way. 



THE BOROUGH. 



LETTER XVII. 
THE HOSPITAL AND GOVERNORS. 



Blessed be the man who provideth for the sick and needy: the Lord shall 
deHva him in time of trouble. 



Quas dederis, solas semper habebis opes. 

MartUiU 



Nil negat, et sese vd non poscentibus offert. 

Claudian* 



Dedpias alios verbis yoltuque benigno ; 
Nam mihi jam notus dinimulator eris. 

Marital. 



VOL, ir. 



GbrisJtian Charity anxiops to provide for future as well as pre- 
sent Miseries — Hence the Hospital for the Diseased — ^De- 
scription of a recovered Patient — The Building: how 
erected — ^^Fhe Patrons and Governors — Eusebius — ^The 
more active Manager of Business a moral and correct Con- 
tributor — ^One of different Description — Good> the Result^ 
however intermixed with Imperfection. 
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LETTER XVII. 
THE HOSPITAL AND GOVERNORS. 

An ardent spirit dwells with christian love. 
The eaglets vigour in the pitying dove ; 
'Tis not enough that we with sorrow sigh, 
That we the wants of pleading man supply ; 
That we in sympathy with sufiPerers feel. 
Nor hear a grief without a wish to heal ; 
Not these suffice — ^to sickness, pain, and wo, 
The christian spirit loves with aid to go ; 
Will not he sought, waits not for want to plead. 
But seeks the duty — ^nay, prevents the need ; 
Her utmost aid to every ill applies. 
And plans relief for coming miseries. 

Hence yonder building rose : on either side 
Far stretch'^d the wards, all airy, warm, and wide ; 
And every ward has beds by comfort spread. 
And smootVd for him who suffers on the bed : 

s2 
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There have all kindness, most relief, — for some 

Is cure complete, — it is the sufferer's home : 

Fevers and chronic ills, corroding pains, 

.Each accidental mischief man sustains ; 

Fractures and wounds, and withered limbs and lame, 

With all that, slow or sudden, vex our frame. 

Have here attendance — ^here the sufferers lie, 

(Where love and science every aid apply). 

And heal'^d with rapture live, or soothed by comfort die. 

See ! one relieved from anguish, and to-day 
Allow'^d to walk and look an hour away ; 
Two months confined by fever, frenzy, pain. 
He comes abroad and is himself again : 
'Twas in the spring, when carried to the place. 
The snow fell down and melted in his face. 

'Tis summer now ; all objects gay and new. 
Smiling alike the viewer and the view : 
He stops as one unwilling to advance. 
Without another and another glance ; 
With what a pure and simple joy he sees 
Those sheep and cattle browzing at their ease; 
Easy himself, there ""s nothing breathes or moves 
But he would cherish — all that lives he loves : 
Observing every ward as round he goes,' 
He thinks what pain, what danger they enclose ; 
Warm in his wish for all who suffer there. 
At every view he meditates a prayer : 



LET. XVII. AND GOVERNORS. 261 

No evil counsels in his breast abide. 
There joy, and love, and gratitude reside. 

The wish that Roman- necks in one were found, 
That he who formed the wish might deal the wound, 
This man had never heard ; but of the kind, 
Is that desire which rises in his mind ; 
He'd have all English hands (for further he 
Cannot conceive extends our charity), 
. All but his own, in one right-hand to grow. 
And then what hearty shake would he bestow. 

'* How rose the building T' — Piety first laid 
A strong foundation, but she wanted aid ; 
To Wealth unwieldy was her prayer addressM, 
Who largely gave, and she the donor bless'd : 
Unwieldy Wealdi then to his couch withdrew. 
And took the swejetest sleep he ever knew. 

Then busy Vanity sustain'*d her part, 
" And much,'' she said, " it moved her tender heart ; 
^^ To her all kinds of man's distress were known, 
*' And all her heart adopted as its own." 

Then Science came — ^his talents he display'd. 
And Charity with joy the dome survey'd ; 
Skill, Wealth, and Vanity, obtain the fame. 
And Piety, the joy that makes no claim. 

Patrons there are, and governors, from whom 
The greater aid and guiding orders come ; 
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Who voluntary cares and labours ta^ke, 
The sufferers' servant^ for the service' sake ; 
Of these a part I give you — ^but a part, — 
Some hearts are hidden, some have not a heart. 

First let me praise — ^for so I best shall paint 
That pious moralist, that reasoning saint ! 
Can I of worth like thine, Eusebius, speak ? 
The man is willing, but the m^ise is weak ;-^ 
'Tis thine to wait on wo ! to soothe ! to heal ! 
With learning social, and polite with zeal : 
In thy pure breast although the passions dwell. 
They 're train'd by virtue and no more rebel ; 
But have so long been active on her side. 
That passion now might be itself the guide. 

Law, conscience, honour, all obey'd ; all ^ve 
Th' approving voice, and make it bliss to live; 
While faith, when life can nothing more supply. 
Shall strengthen hope, and make it bliss to die. 

He preaches, speaks and writes with manly sense. 
No weak neglect, no labonr'd eloquence ; 
Goodness and wisdom are in all his ways. 
The rude revere him and the wicked prsdse. 

Upon humility his virtues grow. 
And tower so high because so fix'd below ; 
As wider spreads the oak his boughs around, 
When deeper with his roots he digs the solid ground. 
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By him, from ward to ward, is every aid 
The sufferer needs, with every care convey^ : 
Like the good tree he brings his treasure fortli, 
And, Uke the tree, unconscious of his worth : 
Meek as the poorest Fubhcan is he. 
And strict as lives the straitest Pharisee ; 
Of both, in him unite the better part. 
The blameless conduct and the humble heart* 

Yet he escapes not ; he, with some, is wise 
In carnal things, and loves to moralize : 
Others can doubt, if all that christian care 
Has not its price — there ^s something he may share : 
But this and ill severer he sustains. 
As gold the fire, and as unhurt remains; 
When most reviled, although he feels the smart. 
It wakes to nobler deeds the wounded heart, 
As the rich olive, beaten for its fruit. 
Puts forth at every bruise a bearing shoot. 

A second frigid we have, whose care and zeal 
Biit few can equal — ^few indeed can feel ; 
He lived a life obscure, and profits made 
In the coarse habits of a vulgar trade. 
His brother, master of a hoy, he loved 
So well, that he the calling disapproved: 
** Alas ! poor Tom !" the landman oft would sigh. 
When the gale ^eshenM and the waves ran high ; 
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And whea they parted, with a tear he^d say^ 
** No more adventure ! — ^here in safety stay.'' 
Nor did he feign ; with more than half he had, 
He would have kept die seaman, and been glad. 
Alas ! how few resist, when strongly tried — 
A rich relation's nearer kinsman died ; 
He sicken'd, and to him the landman went. 
And all his hours with cousin Ephraim spent 
This Thomas heard, and cared not : ^^ I," quoth he, 
^< Have one in port upon the watch for me." 
So Ephraim died, and when the will was shown, 
Isaac, thie landman, had the whole his own : 
Who to his brother sent a moderate purse. 
Which he returned, in anger, with his. curse; 
Then went to sea, and made his grog so strong, 
He died before he could forgive the wrong. 

The rich man built a house, both large and high,. 
He enter'd in and set him down to eogh ; 
He planted ample woods and gardens fair. 
And walk'd with anguish and compunction there : 
The rich man^s jnnes, to every friend a treat. 
He saw with pain, and he refused to eat ; 
His daintiest food, his richest wines, were all 
Tum'd by remorse to vinegar and gall : 
The softest down, by living body press'd^ 
The rich man bought, and tried to take his rest ; 
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But care had thorns upon his pillow spread, 
And scattered sand and nettles in his bed : 
Nervous he grew, — would often sigh and groan, 
He talk'^d but little, and he walked alone ; 
Till by his priest convinced, that from one deed 
Of genuine love would joy and health proceed ; 
He fron^ that time with care and zeal began 
To seek and soothe the grievous ills of man ; 
And as his hands their aid to grief apply. 
He learns to smile and he forgets to sigh. 

Now he can drink his wine and taste his food. 
And feel the blesangs, Heaven has dealt, are good ; 
And, since the suffering seek the rich man's door. 
He sleeps as soundly as when young and poor. 

Here much he gives — is urgent more to gain ; 
He begs — ^rich beggars seldom sue in vain : 
Preachers most famed he moves, the crowd to move, 
And never wearies in the work of love : 
He rules all business, settles all affairs. 
He makes collections, he directs repairs ; * 

And^if he wrong'd one. brother,— Heav'n forgive 
The man by whom so many bretliren live ! 



Then, 'mid our signatures, a name appears 
Of one for wisdom famed above his years ; 
And these were forty : he was from his youth 
A patient searcher after useful truth : 
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To language little of his time he gave. 
To science less, nor was the muse^s slave ; 
Sober and grave, his college sent him down, 
A fair example for his native town. 

Slowly he speaks, and with such solemn air. 
You "^d think a Socrates, or Solon there ; 
For though a Christian, he'*s disposed to draw 
His rules from reason^s and from natiire^s law. 
Know,'*' he exclaims, " my fellow mortals, know. 
Virtue alone is happiness below; 
And what is virtue ? prudence first to choose 
*' Life's real good, — ^the evil to refuse ; 
^^ Add justice then, the easier hand to hold. 
To curb tlje lust of power and thirst of gold ; 
Join tempVance next, that cheerful health insures, 
** And fortitude unmoved, that conquers or endures.*" 

He speaks, and lo ! — the very man you see. 
Prudent and temperate, just and patient he. 
By prudence taught his worldly wealth to keep. 
No folly wastes, no avarice swells the heap : 
He no man's debtor, no man's pa^tron lives ; 
Save sound advice, he neither asks nor gives ; 
By no vain thoughts or erring fancy sway'd. 
His wo^:ds are weighty, or at least are weigh'd ; 
Temp rate in every place — abroad, at home. 
Thence will applause, and hence ^nll profit come ; 
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And health from either he in time prepares 
For sickness, age, and their attendant cares. 
But not for fancy's ills ; — ^he never grieves 
For love that wounds or friendship that deceives ; 
His patient soul endures whistt Heav'n ordains. 
But neither feels nor fears ideal pains. 

" Is aught then wanted in a man so wise ?^ — 
Alas ! — I think he wants infirmities ; 
He wants the ties that knit us to our kind — 
The cheerful, tender, soft, complacent mind. 
That would the feelings, which he dreads, excite. 
And make the virtues he approves delight ; 
What dying martyrs, saints, and patriots feel. 
The strength of action and the warmth of zeal. 

Again attend ! — and see a man whose cares 
Are nicely placed on either world's affairs, — 
Merchant and saint ; 'tis doubtful if he knows 
To which account he most regard bestows ; 
Of both he keeps his ledger : — there he reads 
Of gainful ventures and of godly deeds ; 
There all he gets or loses find a place, 
A lucky bargain and a lack of grace. 

The joys above this prudent man invite 
To pay his tax — devotion ! — day and night ; 
The pains of hell his timid bosom awe. 
And force obedience to the church's law : 
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Hence that continual thought, — that solemn air, — 
Those sad good works, and that laborious prayer. 
All these (when conscience, wakened and afraid. 
To think how avarice calls and is obeyM) 
He in his journal finds, and for his grief 
Obtains the transient opium c^ relief. 

" Sink not, my soul ! — ^my spirit, rise and look 
" O'er the fair entries of this precious book : 
*^ Here are the sins, our debts ; — this fairer side 
*' Has what to carnal wish our strength denied ; 
*^ Has those religious duties every day 
** Paid, — which so few upon the sabbath pay; 
** Here too are conquests over frail desires, 
*^ Attendance due on all the church requires ; 
Then alms I give — ^for I believe the word 
Of holy writ, and lend unto the Lord, 
And if not all th"" importunate demand, 
^ The fear of want restrains my ready hand ; 
— Behold ! what sums I to the poor resign, 
Sums placed in Heaven'*s own book, as well as mine : 
Rest then, my spirit ! — fastings, prayers, and alms. 
Will soon suppress these idly-raised alarms. 
And weighed against our frailties, set in view 
^^ A noble balance in our favour due : 
'* Add that I yearly here affix my name, 
" Pledge for large payment — not from love of fame. 
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^^ But to make peace within ; — that peace to make, 
^^ What sums I lavish ! and what gains forsake ! 
" Cheer up, my heart ! — let's cast off every doubt, 
" Pray without dread, and place our money out.** 

Such the religion of a mind that steers . 
Its way to bliss, between its hopes and fears ; 
Whose passions in due bounds each other keep, 
And thus subdued, they murmur till they sleep ; 
Whose virtues all their certain limits know, 
Like well-dried herbs that neither fade nor grow; 
Who for success and safety ever tries. 
And with both worlds alternately coir.plies. 

Such are the guardians of this blessed estate. 
Whatever without, they Ve praised within the gate ; 
That they are men, and have their faults, is true. 
But here their worth alone appears in view : 
The Muse indeed, who reads the very breast. 
Has something of the secrets there express^. 
But yet in charity ; — and when she sees 
Such means for joy or comfort, health or ease. 
And knows how much united minds effect. 
She almost dreads their failings to detect ; 
But truth commands : — ^in man'^s erroneous kind. 
Virtues and frailties mingle in the mind ; 
Happy ! — ^when fears to pubUc spirit move. 
And even vices to the work of love. 
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THE BOROUGH. 



LETTER XVIII. 
THE POOH AND THEIR DWELLINGS. 



Bene paupertas 

Humili tecto contenta latet, 

Senecth 



Omnes quibu* res sunt roinu* secundae^ magi* sunt, nescio quo modo, 
Suspiciosi; ad contumeliam omnia accipiunt magis; 
Propter suaxn impotentiam se semper credunt negligi. 

Terent, in Adelph, Act 4. Scene 3. 



Show not to the poor thy pride. 

Let their home a cottage be; 
Nor the feeble body hide 

In a palace fit for thee ; 

Let him not about him see 
Loffy ceilings, ample halls. 

Or a gate his boundary be, 
Where nor friend or kinsman calls. 

Let him not one walk behold. 

That only one which he must tread, 
Nor a chamber large and cold. 

Where the aged apd sick are led ; 

Better far his humble shed. 
Humble sheds of neighbours by. 

And the "bid and tatter*d bed, 
Where he sleeps and hopes to die. 



To quit of torpid sluggishness the care. 
And from the powerful arms of sloth be free, 
*Tis rising from the dead— Alas ! it cannot be. 

TfKmt9on*t Cattle ofIniolence» 



The Method of treating the Borough Paupers—^Many main- 
tained at their own Dwellings — Some Characters of the 
Poor — The School-mistress, when aged — The Idiot — 
The poor Sailor — The declined Tradesman and his Coo^ 
panion — This contrasted with the Maintenance of the 
Poor in a common Mansion erected by the Hundred — 
The Objections to this Method: not W&At, nor Cruelty, 
but the necessary Evils of this Mode — What they are- 
Instances of the Evil — A Return to the Borough Poor — 
The Dwellings of these — The Lanes and By-ways^No 
Attention here paid to Convenience — The Pools in the 
Path- ways — Amusements of Sea-port Children — The 
Town- Flora— Herbs on Walls and vacant Spaces — A 
female Inhabitant of an Alley — A large Building let to 
several poor Inhabitants — Their Manners and Habits. 
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THE POOR AND THEIR DWELLINGS. 

Yes ! we've our Borough-vices, and I know 
How far they spread, how rapidly they grow; 
Yet think not virtue quits the busy place, 
Nor charity, the virtues' crown and grace. 

" Our poor, how feed we T — To the most we give 
A weekly dole, and at their homes they live ; — 
Others together dwell, — ^but when they come 
To the low roof, they see a kind of home, 
A social people whom they Ve ever known. 

With their own thoughts and manners like their own. 
At her old house, her dress, her air the same, 

I see mine ancient letter-loving dame : 

^^ Learning, my child,'' said she, *^ shall fame command ; 

" Learning is better worth than house or land — 

^^ For houses perish, lands are gone and spent ; 

'^ In learning then excel, for that's most excellent." 
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" And what her learning?^ — ^Tis with awe to look 
In every verse throughout one sacred book ; 
From this her joy, her hope, her peace is sought : 
Tliis she has leam'^d, and she is nobly taught. 

If aught of mine have^^gainM the public ear ; 
If Rutland deigns these humble Tales to hear ; 
If critics pardon, what my friends approved ; 
Can I mine ancient widow pass unmoved ? 
Shall I not think what pains the matron took. 
When first I trembled o^er the ^ded book ? 
How she, all patient, both at eve and mom, 
Her needle pointed at the guarding horn ; 
And how she soothed me, when, with study sad, 
I labour^ on to reach the final zad ? 
Shall I not grateful still the dame survey. 
And ask the muse the poet^s debt to pay? 

Nor I alone, who hold a trifler'^s pen. 
But half our bench of wealthy, weighty men. 
Who rule our Borough, who enforce our laws ; 
They own the matron as the leading cause, 
And feel the pleaidng debt, and pay the just applause : 
To her own house is borne the week^s supply; 
There she in credit lives, there hopes in peace to die. 

With her a harmless idiot we behold, 
Who hoards up silver shells tat shining gold; 
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These he preserves, with unremitted care. 
To buy a seat, and reign the Borough'^s mayor: 
Aks !— who could th^ ambitious changeling tell, 
That what he sou^t our rulers dared to sell ? 

Near these a sailor, in that hut of thatch 
(A fish-boat'^s cabin is its nearest match), 
Dwells, and the dungeon is to him a seat. 
Large as he wishes — ^in his view complete : 
A lockless coffer and a lidless hutch 
That hold his stores, have room for twice as much : 
His one spare shirt, long glass, and iron box. 
Lie all in view; no need has he for locks : 
Here he abides, and, as our strangers pass. 
He shows the shipping, he presents the glass ; 
He makes (unasked) thar ports and business known, 
And (kindly heard) turns quickly to Ins own. 
Of noble captains, heroes every oiu^y— 
You might as soon have made the steeple run : 
And then his messmates, if you Ve pleased to stay. 
He ^11 one by one the gallant souls display, 
And as the story verges to an aid. 
He ^11 wind from deed to deed, from friend to friend; 
He ^11 speak of those long lost, the brave of old, 
As princes genVous and as heroes bold ; 
Then will his feelings rise, till you may trace 
Gloom, hke a cloud, frown o^er his manly £Mse,— 

t2 
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And then a tear or two, which sting his pride ; 

These he will dash indignantly aside, 

And splice his tale ; — now take him from his cot. 

And for some cleaner birth exchange his lot. 

How will he all that cruel aid deplore ? 

His heart will break, and he will fight no more. 

Here is the poor old merchant : he declined. 
And, as they say, is not in perfect mind ; 
In his poor house, with one poor maiden friend. 
Quiet he paces to his joumey^s end. 

Rich in his youth, he traded and he fail'^d ; 
Again he tried, again his fate prevailM ; 
His spirits low and his exertions smaU, 
He fell perforce, he seem'^d decreed to fall : 
Like the gay knight, unapt to rise was he. 
But downward sank with sad alacrity. 
A borough-place we gained him — ^in disgrace 
For gross neglect, he quickly lost the place ; 
But still he kept a kind of sullen pride. 
Striving his wants to hinder or to hide : 
At length, compelled by very need, in grief 
He wrote a proud petition for relief. 

" He did suppose a fall, like his, would prove 
** Of force to wake their sympathy and love ; 
^* Would make them feel the changes all may know, 
^* And stir them up a new regard to show.^ 
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His suit was granted ; — to an ancient maid. 
Relieved herself, relief for him was paid : 
Here they together (meet companions) dwell, 
And dismal tales of mane's misfortunes tell : 
*' 'Twas not a world for them, God help them ! they 
" Could not deceive, nor flatter, nor betray ; 
** But there's a happy change, a scene to come, 
" And they, God help them ! shall be soon at home.'' 

If these no pleasures nor enjoyments gain. 
Still none their spirits nor their speech restrain ; 
They sigh at ease, 'mid comforts they complain. 
The poor will grieve, the poor will weep and sigh. 
Both when they know, and when they know not why ; 
But we our bounty with such care bestow. 
That cause for grieving they shall seldom know. 

Your plan I love not ; — with a number you 
Have placed your poor, your pitiable few; 
There, in one house, throughout their lives to be. 
The pauper-palace which they hate to see : 
That giant-building, that high-bounding wall. 
Those bare-worn walks, that lofty thund'ring hall ! 
That large loud clock, which tolls each dreaded hour. 
Those gates and locks, and all those signs of power : 
It is a prison, with a mUder name. 
Which few inhabit without dread or shame. 

Be it agreed — the poor who hither come 
Partake of plenty, seldom found at home ; 
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That airy rooms and decent beds are meant 
To give the poor by day, by night, content ; 
That none are frighten^, once admitted here. 
By the stem looks ot lordly overseer : 
Grant that the guardians of the place attend. 
And ready ear to each pedtion lend ; 
That they deare the grieving poor to show 
What ills they feel, what partial acts they know. 
Not without promiieie, nay desire to heal 
Eadi wrong they suffer and each wo they feel. 

Alas ! their sorrows in their bosoms dwell ; 
They Ve. much to suffer, but have nought to tell ; 
They have no evil in the place to state, 
And dare not say, it is the house they hate : 
They own there ^s granted all such place can give. 
But live repining, for ^tis there they live. 

Grandsires are there, who now no more must see. 
No more must nurse upon the txembling knee 
The lost loved daughter's infant progeny : 
Like death's dread mansion, this allows not place 
For joyful meetings of a kindred race. ' 

Is not the matron thare, to whom the son 
Was wont at each declining day to run ; 
He (when his toil was over) gave delight. 
By lifting up the latch, and one ^^ good night ?"" 
Yes, she is here ; but nightly to her door 
The son, still laboring, can return no more. 
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Widows are here, who in their huts were left. 
Of husbands, children, plenty, ease bereft; 
Yet all that grief within the humble shed 
Was soften'^d, soften'^d in the humble bed : 
But here^ in all its force, remains the grief, 
And not one softening object for relief. 

Who can, when here, the social neighbour meet ? 
Who leam the story current in the street? 
Who to the long-known intimate impart 
Facts they have leam'^d or feelings of the heart ? — 
They talk indeed, but who can choose a friend. 
Or seek companions at their joumey'^s end? 

Here are not those whom they, when infants, knew ; 
Who, with like fortune, up to manhood grew ; 
Who, with like troubles, at old age arrived ; 
Who, like themselves, the joy of life survived ; 
Whom time and custom so familiar made. 
That looks the meaning in the mind convey'^d : 
But here to strangers, words nor looks impart 
The various movements of the suffering heart; 
Nor will that heart with those alliance own. 
To whom its views and hopes are all unknown. 
What, if no grievous fears their lives annoy. 
Is it not worse no jM'ospects to enjoy ? 
'Tis cheerless living in such bounded view. 
With nothing dreadful, but with nothing new; 
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Nothing to bring them joy, to make them weep, — 
The day itself is, like the night, asleep : 
Or on the sameness if a break be made, 
^Tis by some pauper to his grave conveyed; 
By smuggled news from naghVring village told» 
News nevo- true, or truth a twelvemonth old ; 
By some new inmate doom''d with them to dwell. 
Or justice come to see that all goes well ; 
Or change of room, or hour of leave to crawl 
On the black footway winding with the wall, 
TiU the stem beU forluds, or mastery's sterner call^ 

Here too the mother sees her children trainM, 
Her Ycice excluded and her feelings pained : 
Who govern here, by general rules must move. 
Where ruthless custom rends the bond of love. 
Nations we know have nature^s law transgressed. 
And snatchM the infant from the parent'^s breast ; 
But still for public good the boy was train'^d. 
The mother suffered, but the matron gain''d: 
Here nature^s outrage serves no cause to aid ; 
The ill is felt, but not the Spartan made. 

Then too I own, it grieves me to behold 
Those ever virtuous, helpless now and old. 
By all for care and industry approved^ 
For truth respected, and for t^nper loved; 
And who, by sickness and misfortune tried. 
Gave want its worth and poverty its pride : 
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I own it grieves me to behold them sent 

From their old home ; ^tis pain, ''tis punishment. 

To leave each scene familiar, every face, 

For a new people and a stranger race ; 

For those who, sunk in sloth and dead to shame. 

From scenes of guilt with daring spirits came ; 

Men, just and guileless, at such manners start. 

And bless their God that time has fenced their heart, 

Confirm'*d their virtue, and expelPd the fear 

Of vice in minds so simple and sincere. 

Here the good pauper, losing all the praise 
By worthy deeds acquired in better days. 
Breathes a few months, then, to his chamber led. 
Expires, while strangers prattle round his bed. 

The grateful hunter, when his horse is old. 
Wills not the useless favourite to be sold ; 
He knows his former worth, and gives him place 
In some fair pasture, till he runs his race : 
But has the labourer, has the seaman done 
Less worthy service, though not dealt to one ? 
Shall we not then contribute to their ease, 
In thmr old haunts, where ancient objects please ? 
That, till their sight shall fail them, they may trace 
The well-known prospect and the long-loved face. 

The noble oak, in distant ages seen. 
With far-stretch'd boughs and foliage fresh and green, 
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Though now its bare and foAj branches show 
How much it lacks the vital warmth below. 
The stately ruin yet our wonder gains. 
Nay, moves our pty, without thought of pains : 
Much more shall real wants and cares of age 
Our gentler passions in their cause engage ;-^ 
Drooping and burthen^d with a weight of years. 
What venerable ruin man appears ! 
How worthy pity, love, respect, and grief — 
He claims protecticxi — ^he compels relief; — 
And shall we send him from our view, to brave 
The storms abroad, whom we at home might save. 
And let a stranger dig our andent brother^s grave? 
No ! — we will shield him from the storm he fears. 
And when he falls, embalm him with our tears. 



Farewell to these; but all oiu* poor to know, 
Let^s seek the winding lane, the narrow row, 
Suburbian prospects, where the traveller stops 
To see the sloping tenement on props. 
With building-yards immix'^d, and humble sheds and shops ; 
Where the Cross-Keys and FlumberVArms invito 
Laborious men to taste their coarse delight; 
Where the low porches, stretohing from the door. 
Gave some distinction in the days of yore, 
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Yet now neglected, more offend the eye. 
By gloom and ruin, than the cottage by: 
Places like these the noblest town enduresi. 
The gayest palace has its sinks and sewers. 

Here is no pavement, no inviting sh<^. 
To ^ve us shelter when compell''d to stopi 
^ut plashy puddles stand along the way, 
f ill'^d by the rain of om^ tempestuous day ; 
And these so closely to the buildings run. 
That you must ford them, for you cannot shun ; 
Though here and there convenient bricks are laid, 
And-docnu-^de heaps afford thar dubious aid. 

Lo ! yonder shed ; observe its garden-groimd. 
With the low paling, formed of wreck, around : 
There dwells a fisher; if you view his boat. 
With bed and barrel — ^^tis his house aj9oat; 
Look at his house, where ropes, nets, blocks, abound. 
Tar, pitch, and oakum — ^tis his boat aground : 
That space enclosed, but little he regards, 
Spread Q^er with rdics of masts, sails, and yards : 
Fish by the wall, on spit of elder, rest. 
Of all his food, the cheapest and the best. 
By his own labour caught, for his own hunger dressM. 

Here our reformers come not ; none object 
To paths polluted, or upbraid neglect; 
None care that ashy heaps at doors are cast, 
That coal-dust flies along the blinding blast : 
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None heed the stagnant pooL» on either side. 
Where new-launched ships of infant sailors ride : 
Rodneys in rags here British valour boast. 
And lisping Nelsons fright the Gallic coast. 
They fix the rudder, set the swelling sail, 
They point the bowsprit, and they blow the gale : 
True to her port, the frigate scuds away. 
And o^er that fi-owning ocean finds her bay : 
Her owner rigg''d her, and he knows her worth. 
And sees her, fearless, gunwale-deep go forth } 
Dreadless he views his sea, by breezes curl'd, 
When inch-high billows vex the watery world. 

There, fed by food they love, to rankest size. 
Around the dwellings docks and wormwood rise; 
Here the strong mallow strikes her slimy root. 
Here the dull night^shade hangs her deadly fruit r 
On hills of dust the henbane's faded green. 
And pencil'd flower of sickly scent is seen ; 
At the wall''s base the fiery nettle springs, 
With fruit globose and fierce with poison'd stingg ; 
Above (the growth of many a year) is spread 
The yellow level of the stone-crop'*s bed ; 
In every chink delights the fern to grow, 
With glossy leaf and tawny bloom below : ^ 
These, with our sea-weeds, rolling up and down. 
Form the contracted Flora <^^ of the town. 
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Say, wilt thou more of scenes so sordid know? 
Then will I lead thee down the dusty row; 
By the warm alley and the long close lane, — 
There mark the fractured door and papered pane, 
Where flags the noon-tide air, and, as we pass. 
We fear to breathe the putrefying mass : 
But fearless yonder matron ; she disdains 
To sigh for zephyrs from ambrosial plains ; 
But mends her meshes torn, and pours her lay 
All in the stifling fervour of the day. 

Her naked children round the alley run. 
And roird in dust, are bronzed beneath the sun ; 
Or gambol round the dame, who, loosely dress^, 
Woos the coy breeze, to fan the open breast : 
* She, once a handmaid, strove by decent art 
To charm her sailor'^s eye and touch his heart; 
Her bosom then was veiled in Tcerchief clean. 
And fancy left to form the charms unseen. 

But when a wife, she lost her former care, 
Nor thought on charms, nor time for dress could spare ; 
Careless she found her friends who dwelt beside. 
No rival beauty kept alive her pride : 
Still in her bosom virtue keeps her place. 
But decency is gone, the virtues' guard and grace. 

See that long boarded building !— By these stairs 
Each bumble tenant to that home repairs — 
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By one large window lighted — it was made 

For some bold project, some design in trade : 

This fail'^d, — and one, a humorist in his way, 

(111 was the humour), bought it in decay; 

Nor will he sell, repair, or take it down ; 

^Tis his, — ^what cares he for the talk of town ? 

^^ No ! he will let it to the poor ;«-*a home 

'^ Where he delights to see the creatures come :^ 

** They may be thieves ;"— " Well, so are richer men ;'* 

" Or idlers, cheats, or prostitutes i" — " What then F* 

Outcasts pursued by justice, vile and base ;^ — 

They need the more his pity and the place :*" 
Convert to system his vain mind has built. 
He gives asylum to deceit and guilt* 

In this vast room, each place by halnt fix'^d. 
Are sexes, families, and ages mix^d, — 
To union forced by crime, by fear, by need. 
And all in morals and in modes agreed ; 
Some rum'd men, who from mankind remove; 
Some ruined females, who yet talk of love ; 
And some gro¥m dd in idleness — the prey 
To vicious spleen, still railing through the day ; 
And need and misery, vice and danger band 
In sad alliimce each degraded mind. 

That window view ! — oiPd paper and old glass 
Stain the strong rays, which, though impeded, pass. 
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'And give a dusty warmth to that huge room, 

The conquer'^d sunshine^s melancholy gloom ; 

When all those western rays, without so bright, 

Within beccxne a ghastly glimmering light. 

As pale and faint upon the floor they fall. 

Or feebly gleam on the opposing wall : 

That floor, once oak, now pieced with fir unplaned. 

Or, where not pieced, in places bored and stained ; 

That wail once whitened, now an odious sight, 

Stain'^d with all hues, except its ancient white ; 

The only door is festenM by a pin. 

Or stubborn bar, that none may hurry in : 

For this poor room, like rooms of greater pride. 

At times contains what prudent men would hide. 

Wherever the floor allows an even space. 
Chalking and marks of various games have place ; 
Boys without foresi^t, pleased in halters swing; 
On a fixM hook men cast a flying ring ; 
While ffii and soiuff their female neighbours share. 
And the black beverage in the fractured ware. 

On swinging shelf are things incongruous stored,— > 
Scraps of their food, — ^the cards and cribbage-board, — 
With pipes and pouches ; while on peg below. 
Hang a lost member's fiddle and its bow : 
That still reminds them how he^d dance and play. 
Ere sent untimely to the convicts' bay. 
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Here by a curtiun, by a blanket there. 
Are various beds conceal''d, but none with care; 
Where some by day and some by night, as best 
Suit their employments, seek imcertaan rest ; 
The drowsy children at their pleasure creep 
To the known crib, and there securely sleep. 

Each end contains a grate, and these beside 
Are hung utensils for their* boil'^d and fned — 
All used at any hour, by night, by day. 
As suit the purse, the person, or the prey. 

Above the fire, the mantel-shelf contains 
Of chinar-ware some poor unmatched remains ; 
There many a tea-cup^s gaudy fragment stands. 
All placed by vanity'^s unwearied hands ; 
For here she lives, e^en here she looks about. 
To find some small consoling objects out : 
Nor heed these Spartan dames their Jiiouse, nor sit 
'Mid cares domestic, — ^they nor sew nor knit; 
But of their fate discourse, their ways, their wars. 
With arm^d authorities, their 'scapes and scars : 
These lead to present evils, and a cup. 
If fortune grant it, winds description up. 

High hung at either end, and next the wall, * 
Two ancient mirrors show the forms of all, 
In all their force ; — ^these aid them in their dress. 
But with the good, the evils too express. 
Doubling each look of care, each token of distress. 



NOTES TO LETTER XVIII, 



Note 1 , page 284^ line 24. 

With glossy ieqfand tawny bloom below. 

This scenery is^ I roust acknowledge^ in a certain degree 
like that heretofore described in the Village ; but that also 
was a maritime country: — if the objects be similar^ the pic- 
tures must (in their principal features) be alike^ or be bad 
pictures. I haT'e varied them as much as I could^ con- 
sistently \iith my wish to be accurate. 

Note 2, page 284, line 26. 

Form the contracted Flora of the town. 

The reader unacquainted with the language of botany is 
informed, that the Flora of s^ place means the vegetable 
species it contains, and is the title of a book which describes 
them. 
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THE POOR OF THE BOROUGH. 

THE PARISH-CLERK. 



Nam dives qui fieri vult, 
£t did vult fieri ; sed que rererentia legum, 
Quis metus, aut pudor est unquam properantiB ayari ? 

Juvenal Sat 14. 



Nocte brevem si forte indukit cuza soporem, 
£t toto rersata thoro jam membra quiescunt, 
Contiuud templum et violad Numinis aras, 
£t quod pnecipuis mentem sudoribus urget, 
Te videt in somnis; tua sacra et major imago 
Humani turbat pavidum, oogitque fateri. 

JuvenaL Sat 13. 
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The Parbh-Clerk began his Duties, with the late Vicar^ a 
grave and austere Man ; one fully orthodox ; a Detecter 
and Opposer of the Wiles of ^Satan — His Opinion of his 
own Fortitude — The more frail ofiended by these Profes- 
sions — His good Advice gives further Provocation — They 
invent Stratagems, to overcome his Virtue — His Triumph 
— ^He is yet not invulnerable: is assaulted by Fear of Want, 
and Avarice — He gradually yields to the Seduction — He 
' reasons with himself and is persuade<l — He offends^ but 
with Terror; repeats his Offence; grows fiuniliar with 
Crime; is detected — His Sufierings and Death. 
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LETTER XIX. 

THE PARISH-CLERK. 

With our late vicar, and his age the same, 
His clerk, hight Jachin, to his office came ; 
The like slow speech was his, the like tall dendv 

frame: 
But J^chin was the gravest man on ground. 
And heard his master's jokes with look profound ; 
For worldly wealth this man of letters agh'd. 
And had a sprinkling of the spirit^s pride : 
But he was sober, chaste, devout, and just. 
One whom his nei^bours could believe and trust : 
Of none suspected, neither man nor maid 
By him were wrongM, or were of him afraid. 
There was indeed a frown, a trick of state 
In Jachin ; — formal was his air and gait \ 
But if he seem'd more solemn and less kind 
Than some light men to light aJfwrs confined, 
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Still ^twas allow'*d that he should so behave 

As in high seat, and be severely grave. 

This book-taught man, to man^s first foe profess''d 

Defiance stern, and hate that knew not rest ; 

He held that ^atan, mice the world began. 

In every act, had strife with every man ; 

That never evil deed on earth was done. 

But of the acting parties he was one ; 

The flattering guide to make ill prospects clear ; 

To smooth rough ways the constant pioneer ; 

The ever-tempting, soothing, softening pow^. 

Ready to cheat, seduce, deceive, devour. 
** Me has the sly seducer oft withstood,** 

Said pious Jachin, — " but he gets no good ; 
I pass the house where swings the tempting sign. 
And pointing, tell him, * Satan, that is thine:* 

^^ I pass the damsels pacing down the street, 

*^ And look more grave and solemn when we meet ; 

'' Nor doth it irk me to rebuke their smiles, 

'^ Their wanton ambling and their watchfid wiles : 
Nay, like the good John Bunyan, when I view 
Those forms, I*m angry at the ills they do; 
That I could pinch and spoil, in sin*s despite, 

" Beauties ! which frail and evil thoughts excite *. 

* John Bunjran, in one of the many productions of his zeal, has yentuied 
to make public this extraordinary sentiment, which the ftigid piety of oar 
clerk so readily adopted. 









^ 



LET. XIX. THE PARISH.CLEBK. 2dS 






At feasts and banquets seldom am I found, 
And (save at church) abhor a tuneful sound ; 

To plays and shows I run not to and fro, 
" And where my master goes forbear to go.^ 

No wonder Satan took the thing amiss. 
To be opposed by such a man as this — 
A man so grave, important, cautious, wise. 
Who dared not trust his feeling or his eyes ; 
No wonder he should lurk and lie in wait. 
Should fit his hooks and ponder on his bait. 
Should ou his movements keep a watchful eye ; 
For he pursued a fish who led the fry. 

With his own peace our clerk was not content. 
He tried, good man ! to make his friends repent. 

Nay,. nay, my friends, from inns and taverns fly; 

You may suppress your thirst, but not supply: 
" A foolish proverb says, * the devil 's at home ;' 
" But he is there, and tempts in every room : 

Men feel, they know not why, such places please ; 

His are the spells — they '^re idleness and ease ; 

Ma^c of fatal kind he throws around, 
" Where care is banish'^d but the heart is bound. 

" Think not of beauty; when a maid you meet, 
" Tiu'n from her view and step across the street; 
" Dread all the sex ; their looks create a charm, 
" A smile should fright you and a word alarm : 
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** E'en I myself, with all my watchful care, 

<^ Have for an instant felt th** insidious snare, 

*^ And caught my sinful eyes at th' endangering stare ; ' 

** Till I was forced to smite my bounding breast 

^ With forceful blow and bid the bold-^ne rest* 

" Go not with crowds when they to pleasure run, 
" But pubhc joy in private safety shun : 
*' When bells, diverted from their true intent, 
'^ Ring loud for some deluded mortal sent . 
'' To hear or make long speech in parUament ; 
*' What tune the many, that unruly beast, - 
^^ Roars its rough joy and shares the final feast : 
- ** Then heed my counsel, shut thine ears and eyes ; 
*' A few will hear me — ^for the few are wise." 

]^ot Satan'^s friends, nor Satan'^s self could bear 
The cautious man who took of souls such care ; 
An interioper, — one who, out of place. 
Had volunteer'^d upon the side of grace : 
There was his master ready once a week 
To give advice ; what further need he seek ? 
" Amen, so be it :" — ^what had he to do 
With more than this ? — ^'twas insolent and new ; 
And spme determined on a way to see 
How frail he was, that so it might not be. 

First they essay'^d to tempt our saint to sin. 
By points of doctrine argued at an inn ; 
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Where he might warmly reason, deeply drink, 
Then lose all power to argue and to think. 

In vain they tried ; he took the question up, 
Clear'^d every doubt, and barely touched the cup : 
By many a text he proved his doctrine sound, 
And looked in triumph on the tempters round. 

Next ^twas their care an artful lass to find. 
Who might consult him, as perplex^ in mind ; 
She they conceived might put her case with fears. 
With tender tremblings and seducing tears ; 
She might such charms of various kind display. 
That he would feel their force and melt away: 
For why of nymphs such caution and such dread. 
Unless he felt and fear'^d to be misled ? 

She came, she spake : he calmly heard her case. 
And plainly told her *twas a want of grace ; 
Bade her ^^ such fancies and affections check, 
" And wear a thicker muslin on her neck.*" 
Abased, his human foes the combat fied, 
And the stem clerk yet higher held his head. 
They were indeed a weak, impatient set. 
But their shrewd prompter had his engines yet ; . 
Had various means to make a mortal trip. 
Who shunned a flowing bowl and rosy lip ; . 
And knew a thousand ways his heart to move. 
Who flies from banquets and who laughs at love. 
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Thus far the pla3rful Muse has lent her aid, 
But now departs, of graver theme afraid ; 
Her may we seek in more appropriate time, — ^ 
There is no jesting with distress and crime. 

Our worthy clerk had now arrived at fame, 
Such as but few in his degree might claim ; 
But he was poor, and wanted not the sense 
That lowly rates the praise without the pence : 
He saw the common herd with reverence treat 
The weakest burgess whom they chanced to meet ; 
While few respected his exalted views. 
And all beheld his doublet and his shoes : 
None, when they meet, would to his parts allow 
(Save his poor boys) a hearing or a bow : 
To this false judgment of the vulgar mind. 
He was not fully, as a saint, resigned ; 
He found it much his jealous soul affect. 
To fear derision and to find neglect. 

The year was bad, the christening-fees were small. 
The weddings few, the parties paupers all : 
Desire of gain with fear of want combined. 
Raised sad commotion in his wounded mind ; 
Wealth was in all his thoughts, his views, his dreams. 
And prompted base desires and baseless schemes. 

Alas! how often erring mortals keep 
The strongest watch against the foes who sleep ; 
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While the more wakeful, bold and artful foe 
Is sufFer'^d guardless and unmark''d to go. 

Once in a month the sacramental bread 
Our clerk with wine upon the table spread ; 
The custom ihh, that, as the vicar reads, 
He for our oflTrings round the church proceeds : 
Tall spacious seats the wealthier people hid. 
And none had view of what his neighbour did ; 
Laid on the box and mingled when they fell. 
Who should the worth of each oblation tell ? 
Now as poor Jachin took the usual round, 
And saw the alms and heard the metal sound. 
He had a thought ; — at first it was no more 
Than — " these have cash and give it to the poor '^ 
A second thought from this to work began — 
" And can they pve it to a poorer man ?^ 
Proceeding thus, — " My merit could they know, 
" And knew my need, how freely they M bestow ; 
*^ But though they know not, these remain the same ; 
^^ And are a strong, although a secret claim : 
" To me, alas ! the want and worth are known, 
" Why then, in fact, \\s but to take my own.'* 

Thought after thought poured in, a tempting train,— 
" Suppose it done, — who is it could complain ? 
" How could the poor ? for they such trifles share, 
** As add no comfort, as suppress no care ; 
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" But many a pittance makes a worthy heap, — 
What says the law ? that silence puts to sleep :— 
Nought then forbids, the danger could we shun, 
" And sure the business may be safely done. 

" But am I earnest.'^ — earnest? No. — t say, 
** If such my mind, that I could plan a way; 
" Let me reflect ; — I Ve not allow'd me time 
*^ To purse the pieces, and if dropped they'd chime :** 
Fertile is evil in the soul of man, — 
He paused,— said Jachin, " They may drop on bran. 
" Why then 'tis safe and (all considered) just, 
** The poor receive it, — ^^tis no breach of trust : 
" The old and widows may their trifles miss, 
** There must.be evil in a good like this : 
" But 1 11 be kind— the sick I '11 visit twice, 
*' When now but once, and freely give advice. 
" Yet let me think again :" — ^Again he tried. 
For stronger reasons on his passion's side. 
And quickly these were found, yet slowly he complied. 

The morning came : the common service done, — 
Shut every door, — the solemn rite begun, — 
And, as the priest the sacred sayings read. 
The clerk went forward, trembling as he tread ; 
O'er the tall pew he held the box, and heard 
The ofier'd piece, rejoicing as he fear'd : 
Just by the pillar, as he cautious tripp'd, 
And turn'd the aile, he then a portion slipp'd 
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From the full store, and to the pocket sent, 
But held a moment — and then down it went. 

The priest read on, on walk''d the man afraid. 
Till a gold offering in the plate was laid ; 
Trembling he took it, for a moment stoppM, 
Then dpwn it fell, and sounded as it dropped ; 
Amazed he started, for tV affrighted man. 
Lost and bewilder'^d, thought not of the bran ; 
But all were silent, all on things intent 
Of high concern, none ear to money lent ; 
So on he walk'^d, more cautious than before. 
And gained the purposed sum and one piece more. 

Practice makes perfect ; — when the month came round. 
He dropp'*d the cash, nor listened for a sound; 
But yet, when last of all th** assembled flock. 
He ate and drank, — ^it gave th** electric shock : 
Oft was he forced his reasons to repeat, 
EreThe could kneel in quiet at his seat ; 
But custom soothed him — ere a single year 
AU this was done without restraint or fear : 
Cool and collected, easy and composed. 
He was correct till all the service closed ; 
Then to his home, without a groan or sigh. 
Gravely he went, and laid his treasure by. 

Want will complain : some widows had expressM 
A doubt if they were favoured like the rest ; 



SOS POOB OF THE BOROUGH : ljet. xix. 

The rest described urith like regret their dole, 
And thus from parts they reasoned to the whole ; 
When |dl agreed some evil must be done. 
Or rich men^s hearts grew harder than a stone. 

pur easy vicar cut the matter short ; 
He would not listen to such vile report. 

All were not thus — there govam'd in that year 
A stem stout churl, an angry overseer ; 
'A tyrant fond of power, loud, lewd, and most severe: 
Him the mild vicar, him the graver clerk, 
Advised^ reproved, but nothing would he mark, 
Suve the disgrace, *^ and that, my friends,^' said he, 
** Will I avenge, whenever time may be."" 
And now, alas ! 'twas time ; — from man to man 
Doubt and alarm and shrewd suspdons ran. 

With angry spirit and with sly intent. 
This parish-ruler to the altar went ; 
A private mark he fixM on shillings three. 
And but one mark coidd in the money see ; 
Besides, in peering round, he chanced to note 
A sprinkling slight on Jachin's Sunday-coat : 
All doubt was over : — when the flock were blessed. 
In wrath he rose, and thus his mind expressed. 

" Foul deeds are here !" and saying this, he took 
The clerk, whose conscience, in her cold-fit, shook : 
His pocket then was emptied on the place ; 
All saw his guilt ; all witnessed his disgrace : 
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He fell, he fainted, not a groan, a look. 
Escaped the culprit ; ^twas a final stroke — 
A death-wound never to be heal'^d — ^a fall 
That all had witness^, and amazed were all. 

As he recovered, to his mind it came, 
*^ I owe to Satan this disgrace and shame :^ 
All the seduction now appearM in view; 
** Let me withdraw,^ he said, and he withdrew ; 
No one withheld him, all in union cried, 
E^en the avenger, — " We are satisfied i^ 

■ 

For what has death in any form to give. 
Equal to that man'^s terrors, if he live ? 

He lived in freedom, but he hourly saw 
How much more fatal justice is than law ; 
He saw another in his office reign, 
And his mild master treat him with disdain ; 
He saw that all men shunned him, some reviled. 
The harsh passed frowning, and the simple smiled ; 
The town maintain''d him, but with some reproof, 
" And clerks and scholars proudly kept aloof." 

In each lone place, dejected and dismayed. 
Shrinking from view, his wasting form he laid ; 
Or to the restless sea and roaring wind 
Gave the strong yearnings of a ruinM mind : 
On the broad, beach, the silent summer-day, 
StretcVd on some wreck, he wore his life away ; 
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Or where the river mingles with the sea, 
Or on the mud-bank by the elder-tree, 
Or by the bounding mar«h-dyke, there was he : 
And when uiiable to forsake the town, 
In the blind courts he sate desponding down — 
Always alone ; then feebly would he crawl 
The church-way walk, and lean upon the wall : 
Too ill for this, he lay beside the door, 
Compell''d to hear the reasoning of the poor : 
He look'^d so pale, so weak, the pitying crowd 
Their firm belief of his repentance vow'd ; 
They saw him then so ghastly and so thin. 
That they exclaimed, " Is this the work of an ? 

" Yes,*" in his better moments, he replied, 
" Of sinful avarice and the spirit'^s pride ; — 
" While yet untempted, I was safe and well; 
" Temptation came ; I reason'd, and I fell : 
** To be man's guide and glory I designed, 
" A rare example for our sinful kind ; 
** But now my weakness and my guilt I see, 
" And am a warning — ^man, be wam''d by me! 

He said, and saw no more the human face ; 
To a lone loft he went, his dying place, 
And, as the vicar of his state inquired, 
Turn'd to the wall and silently expired ! 
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LETTER XX. 

THE POOR OF THE BOROUGH. 

ELLEN ORFORD. 



Patience and sorrow strove 
^ho should express her goodliest. 



jShakspeare, Lear. 



'( No charms she now can boast,'* — His true, 

But other charmers wither too : 

*' And she is old,*'— the fact I know. 

And old will other heroines grow; 

But not like them has she been laid, 

In ruin'd castle, sore dismay'd ; 

Mliere naughty man and ghostly spright 

Fill'd her pure mind with awe and dread, 
Stalk'd round the room, put. out the light, 

And shook the curtains round her bed. 
No drud unde kept her land. 
No tyrant father forced her hand; 

She had no vixen virgin-^iunt, - 
Without whose aid she could not eat. 
And yet* who poison'd all her meat. 

With gibe and sneer and taunt 
Vet of the heroine she 'd a share. 
She saved a lover from despair, 
And granted all his wish, in spite 
Of what she knew and felt was right : 

But heroine then no more. 
She own*d the fault, and wept and pray'd, 
And humbly took the parish aid, 

And dwelt among the poor. 
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THE BOROUGH. 



LETTER XX. 
ELLEN ORFORD. 

Observe yon tenement, apart and small, 
Where the wet pebbles shine upon the wall ; 
Where the low benches lean beside the door, 
And the red paling bounds the space before ; 
Where thrift and lavender, and ladVlove^^J bloom,- 
That humble dwelling is the widow's home ; 
There Kve a pair, for various fortunes known. 
But the blind Ellen will relate her own ; — 
Yet ere we hear the st<»y she can tell. 
On prouder sorrows let us briefly dwell. 

I Ve often marv^^, when by night, by day, 
I Ve marked the manners moving in my way. 
And heard the language and beheld the lives 
Of lass and lover, goddesses and wives. 
That books, which promise much of life to give. 
Should show so little how we truly live. 

x2 
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To mc it seems, their females and their men 
Are but the creatures of the author's pen ; 
Nay, creatures borrow"*!! and again convey'^d 
From book to bo^k — the shadows of a shade : 
Life, if they ""d search, would show them many a change ; 
The ruin sudden and the misery strange ! 
With more of grievous, base, and dreadful things. 
Than novelists relate or poet sings : 
But they, who ought to look the world around, 
Spy out a single spot in fairy-ground ; 
Where all, in turn, ideal forms behold. 
And plots are laid and histories are told. 

Time have I lent — I would their debt were less — 
To flowery pages of sublime distress ; 
And to the heiioine^s soul-distracting (ears 
I early gave my sixpences and tears : 
Oft have I travelFd in these tender tales, 
To Damley-Cottages and Maple-Vales, 
And watched the fair-one from the first-bom sigh. 
When Henry pass'^d and gazed in passing by ; 
Till I beheld them pacing in the park. 
Close by a coppice where 'twas cold and dark ; 
When such affection with such fate appeared. 
Want and a father to be shunn'^d and feared. 
Without employment, prospect, cot, or cash. 
That I have judged th' heroic souls were rash. 
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Now shifts the scene, — ^the fair in tower confined, 
In all things su£Pers but in change of mind ; 
Now woo'd by greatness to a bed of state. 
Now deeply threatened with a dungeon''s grate ; 
TiU suffering much and being tried enough, 
She shines, triumphant maid! — temptation-proof. 

Then was I led to vengeful monks, who mix 
With nymphs and ^wains, and play unpriestly tricks ; 
Then view''d banditti who in forest wide,- 
Arid cavern vast, indignant virgins hide ; 
Who, hemmed with bands of sturdiest rogues about, 
Find some strange succour, and come virgins out. 

I Ve watch'd a wint'ry night on castle-walls, 
I 've stalk'd by moonlight through deserted halls, 
And when the weary world was sunk to rest, 
I Ve had such sights as — may not be expressed. 
Lo ! that chateau, the western tower decayed. 
The peasants shun it,— they are all afraid ; 
For there was done a deed !— could walls reveal. 
Or timbers tell it, how the heart would feel ! * 
Most horrid was it : — ^for, behold, the floor 
Has st£un of blood, and will be clean no more : 
Hark to the winds I which through the wide saloon 
And the long passage send a dismal tune, — 
Music that ghosts delight in ; — and now heed 
Yon beauteous nymph, who must unmask the deed ; 
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See ! with majestic sweep she swims alone 
Through rooms, all dreary, guided by a groan : 
Though windows rattle, and though tapestries shake, 
And the feet falter every st^ they take, 
^Mid mbans and gibing sprights she «lent goes. 
To find a something, which will soon expose 
The villanies and wiles of her determined foes : 
And, having thus adventured, thus endured, 
Fame, wealth, and lover, are for life secured. 

Much have I feared, but am no more afraid. 
When some chaste beauty, by some wretch betrayM, 
Is drawn away with such distracted speed. 
That she antidpates a dreadful deed : 
Not so do I — Let solid walk impound 
The captive fair, and dig a moat around ; 
Let there be brazen locks and bars of steel,- 
And keepers cruel, such as never feel; 
With not a single note the purse supply. 
And when she begs, let men and muds deny: 
Be windows those from which she dares not faU, 
And help so distant, ^tis in vain to call; 
Still means of freedom will some power devise. 
And frcnn the baffled ruffian snatch his prize 

To Northern Wales, in some sequestered spot, 
I Ve followed {air Louisa to her cot ; 
Where, then a wretched and deserted bride. 
The injuro^ fair-one wished from man to hide ; 
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Till by her fond repenting BelviUe found, 
By some kind chance— >the straying of a hound. 
He at her feet craved mercy, nor in vain, 
For the relenting dove flew back again. * 

There ^s something rapturous in distress, or, oh! 
Could Clementina bear her lot of wo ? 
Or what she underwent could maiden undergo ? 
The ilay was fix'd ; for so the lover sighed. 
So knelt and craved, he couldn't be denied ; 
When, tale most dreadful ! every hope adieu,-^ 
For the fond lover is the brother too : 
All other griefs abate ; this monstrous grief 
Has no remission, comfort, or relief; 
Four ample volumes, through each page disclose,— 
Good Heaven protect us ! only woes on woes ; 
Till some strange means afford a sudden view 
Of some vile plot, and every wo adieu ! '^^ 

Now should we grant these beauties all endure 
Severest pangs, they Ve still the speediest cure ; 
Before one charm be withered from the face. 
Except the bloom, which shall again have place. 
In wedlock ends each wish, in triumph all disgrace ; 
And life to come, we fairly may suppose, 
One light, bright contrast to these wild dark woes. 

These let us leave, and at her sorrows look, 
Too often seen, but seldom in a book ; 




6i 
6i 



3W POOR OF THE BOROUGH : LET. XX. 

Let her who felt, relate them : — on her chair 
The heroine sits — in former years, the fair. 
Now aged and poor ; but Ellen Orford knows, 
That we should humbly take what Heaven bestows. 

" My father died — ^again my mother wed, 
" And found the comforts of her life were fled ; 
Her angry husband, vex'd through half his years 
By loss and troubles, filPd her soul with fears : 
" Their children many, and 'twas my poor place 
^^ To nurse and wait on all the infant-race ; 
" Labour and hunger were indeed my part, 
^^ And should have strengthened an erroneous heart. 

^^ Sore was the grief to see him angry come, 
^^ And, teased with business, make distress at home : 
** The father''s fury and the children's cries 
^^ I soon could bear, but not my mother'^s sighs ; 
" For she look'd back on comforts, and would. say, 
" * I wrong^ thee, Ellen,^and then turn away: 
" Thus for my age's good, my youth was tried, 
" And this my fortune till my mother died, 

" So, Anid sorrow much and little cheer — 
'^ A common case, I pass'd my twentieth year ; 
" For these arp frequent evils ; thousands share 
** An equal grief — the like domestic care. 

" Then in my days of bloom, of health and youth, 
.^' Pne, much above me, vow'd hw loye and truth ; 



LET. XX. ELLEN OUFORD. 313 

" We often met, lie dreading to be seen, 

'* And much I questioned what such dread might mean ; 

" Yet I believed him true ; my simple heart 

^' And undirected reason took his part. 

" Can he who loves me, whom I love, deceive ? 
" Can I such wrong of one so kind beheve, 
" Who lives but in my smile, who trembles when I 
grieve ? 

'' He dared not marry, but we met to prove 
" What sad encroachments and deceits has love : 
" Weak that I was, when he, rebuked, withdrew, 
" I l^t him see that I was wretched too ; 
" When less my caution, I had still the pain 
" Of his or mine own weakness to complain. 
Happy the lovers dass^d alike in life. 

Or hapjHcr yet the rich endowing wife ; 
" But most aggrieved the fond believing maid, 
" Of her rich lover tenderly afraid : 
*' You judge th^ event ; for grievous was my fate, 
" Painful to feel, and shameful to relate i 
" Ah ! sad it was my burthen to sustain, 
" When the least misery was the dread of pain ; 
*' When I have grieving told him my disgrace, 
" And plainly mark'd indifference in his face. 

" Hard ! with these fears and teiTors to behold 
" The cause of all, the faithless lover cold ; 
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'' Impatient grown at every ¥rish denied, 
^^ And barely dvil, soothed and gratified ; 
Peevish when urged to think of vows so strong. 
And angry when I spake of crime and wrong. 
AU this I felt, and still the sorrow grew, 
*^ Because I felt that I deserved it too, 
^' And begged my infant stranger to forgive * 
^^ The mother'^s shame, which in herself must live. 

^^ When known that i^me, I, soon expellM from 
home, 
^^ With a frail sister shared a hovePs gloom; 
There barely fed — (what could I more request ?) 
My infant slumberer sleeping at my breast, 
I from my window saw his blooming bride. 
And my seducer smiling at her side ; 
Hope lived till then ; I sank upon the floor. 
And grief and thought and feeling were no more : 
Although revived, I judged that life would close, 
^^ And went to rest, to wonder that I rose : 
My dreams were dismal, wheresoever I stray'd, 
I seemed ashamed, alarmM, despised, betrayed ; 
Always in grief, in guilt, disgraced, forlorn. 
Mourning that one so weak, so' vile, was bom ; 
^^ The earth a desert, tumult in the sea, 
^^ The birds affiighted fled from tree to tree, 
^^ Obscured the setting sun, and every thing like me : 
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^' But Heav"*!! had mercy, and my need at length 
" Urged me to labour and renewed my strength. 

^^ I strove for patience as a sinner must, 
" Yet felt th* opinion x>f the world unjust: 
" There was my lover, in his joy, esteem'd, 
^^ And I, in my distress, as guilty deemM ; 
*^ Yet sure, not all the guilt and shame belong 
" To her who feels and suffers for the wrong : 
^^ The cheat at play may use the wealth he^s won, 
^^ But is not honoured for the mischief done ; 
^^ The cheat in love may use each villain-art, 
^^ And boast the deed that breaks the victim'^s heart. 

^< Four years were past; I might again have foi:ind 
^^ Some erring wish, but for another wound : 
" Lovely my daughter grew, her face was fair, 
" But no expression ever brighterfd there ; 
^^ I doubted long, and vainly strove to make 
** Some certain meaning of the words she spake ; 
" But meaning there was none, and I surveyed 
" With dread the beauties of my idiot-maid. 

" Still I submitted ; — Oh ! 'tis meet and fit 
^^ In all we feel to make the heart submit ; 
^^ Gloomy and calm my days, but I had then, 
^^ It seem'^d, attractions for the eyes of men : 
" The sober master of a decent trade 
^^ O'erlooVd my errors, and his offer made ; 
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^^ Reason assented :— true, my heart denied, 

'*^ * But thou/ I said, * shalt be no more my guide.' 

'^ When wed, our toil and trouble, pains and care, 
" Of means to live procured us humble share ; 
*' Five were our sons, — and we, though careful^ found 

Our hopes ^declining as the year came round : 

For I perceived, yet would not soon perceive, 
" My husband stealing from my view to grieve ; 

Silent he grew, and when he spoke he sigh''d. 

And surly look'*d and peevishly replied : 
" Pensive by nature, he had gone of late 

To those who preachM of destiny and fate, 

Of things fore-doomM, and of election-grace, 
" And how in vain we strive to run our race ; 
*' That all by works and moral worth we gain 
" Is to perceive our care and labour vain ; 
" That still the more we pay, our debts the more re- 
main: 
^' That he who feels not the mysterious call, 
^ ^ Lies bound in sin, still grov'^ling from the fall. 
" My husband felt not : — our persuasion, prayer. 

And our best reason darkened his despair ; 

His very nature changed ; he now reviled 

My former conduct,— he reproach'd my child : 
''He talked of bastard slips, and cursed his bed, 
" And from our kindness to concealment fled ; 
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" For ever to some evil change inclined, 

" To every gloomy thought he lent his mind, 

" Nor rest would give to us, nor rest lumiself could find ; 

^' His son suspended saw him, long bereft 

" Of life, nor prospect of revival left. 

" With him died all our prospects, and once more 
^^ I shared th' allotments of the parish poor ; 
^^ They took my children too, and this I know 
" Was just and lawful, but I felt the blow : 
" My idiot-maid and one unhealthy boy 
" Were left, a mother^s misery and her joy. 

" Three sons I foUow'd to the grave, and one — 
'^ Oh ! can I speak of that unhappy son ? 
" Would all the memory of that time were fled, 
" And all those horrors, with my child, were dead ! 
" Before the world seduced him, what a grace 
^ And smile of gladness shone upon his face! 
*' Then he had knowledge ; finely would he write ; 
^' Study to him was pleasure and delight ; 
^^ Great was his courage, and but few could stand 
^^ Against the sleight and vigour of his hand ; 
" The maidens loved him ; — when he came to die, 
^' No, not the coldest could suppress a sagh : 
" Here I must cease — ^how can I say, my child 
" Was by the bad of either sex beguiled ? 
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*^ Worst of the bad — ^they taught him that the laws 
^^ Made wrong and right ; there was no other cause ; 

That all religion was the trade of priests, 

And men, when dead, must perish hke the beasts : — 
** And he, so lively and so gay before 

Ah ! spare a mother — I can tell no more. 

IntVest was made that they should not destroy 
" The comely form of my deluded boy — 
^^ But pardon came not ; damp the place and deep . 
" Where he was kept, as they 'd a tiger keep ; 
^^ For he, unhappy ! had before them all 
" Vow'd he'd escape, whatever might befalL 

*^ He 'd means of dress, and dress'd beyond his means, 
^^ And so to see him in such dismal scenes, 

I cannot speak it — cannot bear to tell 

Of that sad hour — I heard the passing-bell! 

Slowly they went; he smiled and looked so smart, 
^^ Yet sure he shudder'd when he saw the cart, 
" And gave a look — ^until my dying-day, 
" That locrfc will never from my mind away : 
^^ Oft as I sit, and ever in my dreams, 
^^ I see that look, and they have heard my screams. 

" Now let me speak no more — ^yet all declared 
^^ That one so young, in pity should be spared, 
^^ And one so manly ; — on his graceful neck, 
" That chains of jewels may be proud to deck, 
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" To a small mole a mother's lips have press'd, — 
*' And there the cord — mjr breath is sore oppress''d. 

<' I now can speak again : — my elder boy 
" Was that year drown'd, — a seaman in a hoy: 
" He left a numerous race; of these would some 
" In their young troubles to my cottage come, 
" And these I taught — an humble teacher I — 
" Upon their heavenly Parent to rely, 

" Alas ! I needed such reliance more : 
" My idiot-girl, so rimjdy gay before, 
" Now wept in pun ; some wretch had fowul a time, 
" Depraved and wicked, for that cowant-crime ; 
" I had indeed my doubt, but I suppress'd 
" The thought that day and night disturb'd my rest ; 
" She and that sick-pale brother — but why stiive 
" To keep the terrors of that time ahve ? 

" The hour arrived, the new, th'undreaded pain> 
" That came with violence and yet came in viun. 
" I saw her die : her brother too is dead ; 
" Nor own'd such crime — what is it that I dread ? 

" The parish-iud withdrawn, I look'd around, 
" And in my school a blessM subsistence found — 
'• My winter-calm of life : to be of use 
" Would pleasant thoughts and heavenly hop^s produ< 
'* I loved them all ; it soothed me to presage 
" The various trials of their riper age, 
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" Then dwell on mine, and bless the Power who gave 
^^ Paii^ to correct us, and remc^sse to save. : 

" Yes ! these were days of peace, but they are past,-^ 
^^ A trial came, I will beUeve, a last ; 
^^ I lost my sight, and my employment gone, 
** Useless I live, but to the day hve on ; 
" Those eyes, which long the light of heaven enjoyM, 
" Were not by pain, by agony destroy'*d : 
^^ My senses fail not all ; I speak, I pray ; 
" By night my rest, my food I take by day ; 

*^ And as my mind looks cheerful to my end, 

* 

^^ I love mankind and call my God my friend»^^ 
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NOTES TO LETTER XX. 



Note 1, page 307, line 5. 

Where thrift and lavender, and ladS'love bloom. 

The lad's or boy's love of some counties is the plant 
southernwood^ the artemisia abrotanum of botanists. 

Note 2, page 311, line 17. 

Of some vile plot, and every wo adieu ! 

As this incident points out the work alluded to, I wish it 
to be remembered, that the gloomy tenour^ the querulous 
melancholy of the story, is all I censure. The language of 
the writer is often animated, and is, I belieye, correct; the 
characters well drawn, and the manners described from real 
life ; but the perpetual occurrence of sad events, the pro- 
tracted list of teasing and perplexing mischances, joined with 
much waspish invective, unallayed by pleasantry or spright-^ 
liness, and these continued through many hundred pages, 
render publications, intended for amusement and executed 
with ability, heavy and displeasing : — ^you find your favourite 
persons happy in the end; but they have teased you so much 
with their perplexities by the way, that you were frequently 
disposed to quit them in their distresses. 
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Gspis mdUts qu&m deanes t ultima primis 
Cedoxit. Dissiiniles: hie vir et ille puer. 

Ovid, Deianira HercuH, 



Now the Spirit speaketh expressly, that, in the latter times, some shall 
depart from the faith, giving heed to seducing spirits and doctrines of devils. 

Epistle to Timothy. 
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Abel, a poor Man^ Teacher of a School of the lower Order ; 
is placed in the Office of a Merchant; is alarmed by 
Discourses of the Clerks ; unable to reply ; becomes a 
Convert ; dresses, drinks, and ridicules his former Con- 
duct—The Remonstrance of his Sister, a devout Maiden — 
Its Effect— The Merchant dies — Abel returns to Poverty 
Unpitied ; but relieved — His abject Condition — ^His Me- 
lancholy— He wanders about : is found — His own Account 
of himself^ and the Revolutions in his Mind. 
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LETTER XXI. 
ABEL KEENE, 

A ctuiET simple man was Abel Eeene, 
He meant no harm, nor did he often mean : 
He kept a school of loud lebellious boys. 
And growing old, grew nervous with the noise ; 
When a kind merchant hired his useful pen. 
And made him happiest of accompting men ; 
With glee he rose to every easy day, 
When half the labour brought him twice the pay. 

There were young derks, and there the merchant's son. 
Choice spirits all, who wishVi him to be one ; 
It must, no question, give them lively joy, 
Hopes long indulged, to combat and destroy ; 
At these they level'd all their skill and strength,— 
He fell not quickly, but he fell at length : 
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They quoted books, to him both bold and new, 
And scomM as faUes all he held as. true ; 
^^ Such monkish stories and such nursery lies,^ 
That he was struck with terror and siurprise. 

^' What ! all his life had he the laws obeyM, 
" Which they broke through and were not oiice afnud ? 
*' Had he so long his evil paanons checkM, 
^^ And yet at last had nothing to expect ? 
^^ While they their lives in joy and pleasure led, 
'^ And then had nothing, at the end, to dread ? 
^^ Was all his priest with so much zeal conveyed, 
<< A part ! a speech ! for whidi tbe man was paid ? 
^< And were his pious books, his solemn prayers, 
*^ Not worth onie tale of the admired Voltaire^s ? 
^^ Then was it time, while yet some years remainM, 
^^ To drink untroubled and to think unchainM, 
^^ And on all pleasures, which his purse could give, 
" Freely to seize, and while he lived, to live/' 

Much time he passed in this important strife. 
The Miss or bane of his remaining life; 
For converts all are made with care and grief. 
And pangs att^od the birth of unbelief; 
Nor pass they soon ; — ^with awe and fear he took 
The flow'ry way, and cast bade many a look. 

The youths applauded much, his wise design, 
With weighty reasoning o^er their evening wine ; 
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And much in private \would their mirth improve, 
To hear how Abel spake of life and love ; 
To hear him own what grievous pains it cost. 
Ere the old saint was in the sinner lost, 
Ere his poor mind with every deed alarmed, 
By wit was settled, and by vice was charmM. 

For Abel entered in his bold career. 
Like boy ft on ice, with pleasure and with fear ; 
Lingering, yet longing for the joy, he went, 
Repenting now, now dreading to repent : 
With awkward pace, and with himself at war, 
Far gone, yet frightened that he went so far ; 
Oft for his efforts he^d .solicit praise. 
And then proceed with blunders and delays : 
The young more aptly pafision'*s calls pursue. 
But age and weakness start at scenes so new. 
And tremble when theyVe done, for all they dared 
to do. 

At length example AbePs dread removed. 
With small concern he sought the joys he loved ; 
Not resting here, he claim'^d his share of fame. 
And first their votary, then their wit became ; 
His jest was bitter and his satire bold. 
When he his tales of formal brethren told ; 
What time with pious neighbours he discussM, 
Their boasted treasure and their boundless trust : 
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^' Such were our dreamS)^ the jovial eldar cried ; 
" Awake and live," his youthful friends replied* 

Now the gay clerk a modest drab despised, 
And daA him smartly as his friends advised ; 
So fine a coat upon his back he threw, 
That not an alley4x)y old Abel knew ; 
Broad polishM buttons blazed that coat upon. 
And just beneath the watch'^s trinkets shone, — 
A splendid watch, that pointed out the time, 
To fly from business and make free with crime : 
The crimson waistcoat and the silken hose 
Ranked the lean man among the Borough beaux : 
His raven hair he cropped with fierce disdain, 
And light elastic locks encased his brain : 
More pliant pupil who could hope to find. 
So decked in person and so changed in mind ? 

When Abel walked the streets, with pleasant mien 
He met his friends, delighted to be seen ; 
And when he rode along the public way. 
No bea\i so gaudy and no youth so gay. 

His pious sister, now an ancient maid. 
For Abel fearing, first in secret pray'd; 
Then thus in love and scorn her notions she cpnvey'*d : 

^* Alas ! my brother I can I see thee pace 
" Hoodwinked to hell, and not lament thy case, 
" Nor stretch my feeble hand to stop thy headlong race? 
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^^ Lo ! thou art bound; a slave in Satan's diain, 
" The. righteous Abel turned the wretched Cain ; 
^^ His brother'^s blood against the murderer cried, 
^^ Against thee thine, unhappy suicide ! 
' ^^ Are all our pious nights and peaceful days, 
" Our evening readings and our morning praise, 
" Our spirits' comfort in the trials sent, 
'^ Our hearts' rejoicings in the blessings lent, 
" All that o'er grief a cheering influence shed, 
*' Are these for ever and for ever fled ? 

" When in the years gone by, the trying years, 
^^ When faith and hope had strife with wants and fears, 
" Thy nerves have trembled till thou couldst not eat 
" (Dress'd by this hand) thy mess of simple meat; 
" When, grieved by fastings, gall'd by fates severe, 
" Slow passed the days of the successless year ; 
" Still in these gloomy hours, my brother then 
" Had glorious views, unseen by prosperous men : 
" And when thy heart has felt its wish denied, 
" What gracious texts hast thou to grief applied; 
" Till thou hast entered in thine humble bed, 
" By lofty hopes and heavenly musings fed ; 
" Then 1 have seen thy lively looks express 
" The spirit's comforts in the man's distress. 

" Then didst thou cry, exulting, * Yes, 'tis fit, 
" ^ 'Tis meet and right, my heart i that we submit i' 
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" And wilt thou, Abd, thy new pleasures wm^ 
" AgiuDst Buch triumi^sP — Oh ! repent and pray. 

'* What are thy pleasures ? — with the gay to ^t, 
" And thy poor bnun torment for awkward wit; 
" All thy good thoughts (thou hat'st them) to restnun, 
" And gjve a wicked pleasure to the vain ; 
** Thy long lean frame by fashion to attire, 
" That lads may laugh and want^ms may admire ; 
" To nuee the mirth of boys, and not to see, 
" Unht^y maniac ! that they laugh at thee. 

" These boyish follies, which alone the boy ■ 
" Can idly act or gracefully enjoy, 
" Add new reproaches to thy fallen state, 
" And make men scorn what they would only hate. 

" What pains, my brother, dost thou take to prove 
" A taste for follies which thou canst not love P 
' Why do thy stiffening limbs the steed bestride — 
'' That lads may laugh to see thou canst not ride? 
" And why (I feel the crimson tinge my cheek) 
' Dost thou by night in Diamond-Alley sneak ? 

" Farewell ! the parish will thy ^ter keep, 
' Where she in peace shall pray and ang and deep, 
" Save when for thee she mourns, thou wicked, wander- 
ing sheep ! ' 
' When youth is faU'n, there's hope the young may rise, 
' But lallen age for ever hopeless lies ; 



L£T. XXI. ' ABEL K££N£. 381 

'< Tom up by storms and placed in earth once more, 
" The younger tree may sun and soil restore ; 
^* But when the old and sapless trunk lies low, 
>^ No care or soH can former life bestow; 
^^ Reserved for burning is the worthless tree ; 
" And what, O Abel ! is reserved for thee?^ 

These angry words our hero deeply felt^ 
Though hard his heart, and indisposed to melt ! 
To gain relief he took a glass the more. 
And then went on as careless as before ; 
Thenceforth, unchecked, amusements he partook. 
And (save his ledger) saw no decent book ; 
Him found the merchant punctual at his task. 
And that performed, heM nothing more to ask ; 
He cared not how old Abel play''d the fool. 
No master he, beyond the hours of school : 
Thus they proceeding, had their wine and joke, 
Till merchant Dixon felt a warning stroke. 
And, after struggling half a gloomy week, 

I Left his poor derk another friend to seek. 

/ Alas ! the, son, who led the saint astray. 

Forgot the man whose follies made him gay; 
He cared no more for Abel in his need. 
Then Abel cared about his hackney steed ; 
He now, alas ! had all his earnings spent, 
And thus was left to languish, and repent ; 



IC^ 



K^^— 



832 PCX)R OF THE BOROUGH : / LET. xxi, 

No school nor clerkship found he in the place, 

4 

Now lost to fortune, as before to grace. 

For town-relief the grieving man applied. 
And begg'^d with tears what some with seom denied ; 
Others look'd down upon the glowing vest, 
And frowning, ask^d him At what price he dressed ? 
Happy for him his country^s laws are mild. 
They must support him, though they still reviled; 
Grieved, abject, scom'^d, insulted, and betrayed. 
Of God unmindful, and of man afraid, — 
No more he talked ; ^twas pain, ^twas shame to speak. 
His heart was sinking and his frame was weak. 
His sister died with such serene delight. 
He once again began to think her right ; 
Poor Cke himself, the happy spinster lay. 
And sweet assurance blessed her dying-day: 
Poor like the spinster, he, when death was nigh. 
Assured of nothing, felt afraid to die. 
The cheerful clerks who sometimes passed the door. 
Just mentioned ^^ Abel !^ and then thought no more. 
So Abel, pondering on his state forlorn, 
Xook'd round for comfort, and was chased by scorn. 
And now we saw him on the beach reclined. 
Or causeless walking in the winfry wind ; 
And when it raised a loud and angry sea, 
He stood and gazed, in wretched reverie : 
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He heeded not the frost, the rain^ the snow ; 

Close by the sea he walked alone and slow : 

Sometimes his frame through many an hour he spread 

Upon a tombstone, moveless as the dead ; 

And was there found a sad and idlent place. 

There would he creep with slow and measured pace : . 

Then would he wander by the river's side,. 

And fix his eyes upon the falling tide ;. 

The deep dry ditch, the rushes in the fen. 

And mossy crag-^its were his lodgings then : 

There, to his discontented thoughts a prey, 

The melancholy mortal pined away. . 

The neighboring poor at length began to speak 
Of Abel'^s ramblings — ^he 'd been gone a week ; 
They knew not where, and little care they took 
For one so fnendless and so poor to look ; 
At last a stranger, in a pedler^s shed. 
Beheld him hanging — ^he had long been dead. 
He left a paper, penned at sundry timesi. 
Intitled thus — " My Groanings and my Crimes r 

^^ I was a christian man, and none could lay 
" Aught to my charge ; I "walked the narrow way : 
^^ AU then was ample faith, serene and pure. 

My hope was steadfast and my prospects sure; 

Then was I tried by want and sickness sore. 

But these I clapped my shield of faith before, 
^^ And cares and wants and man^s rebukes I bore : 
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^^ Alas ! new foes assaird me ; I was vaiii, 
'^ They stung my pride and they confused my brain : 
^^ Oh ! these deluders ! with what glee they saw 
^^ Their simple dupe transgress the rightious law; 
" 'Twas joy to them to view that dreadful strife, 
^^ When faith and frailty warred for more than life ; 
So with their pleasures they beguiled the heart, 
Then with th^ logic they allay'^d the smart ; 
** They proved (so thought I then) with reasons strong, 
<^ That no man^s feelings ever led him wrong: 
^^ And thus I went, as on the vami^^d ice, 
^^ The smooth career of unbelief and vice. 
^^ Oft would the youths, with sprightly speech and 

bold, 
^^ Their witty tales of naughty priests unfold ; 
^ ^Twas all a craft,^ they said, < a cunning trade, 
^ Not she the priests, but priests rdigion made :^ 
" So I believed {^—So, Abd ! to thy grief. 
So thou relinquish^dst all that was bdief :-^ 
^^ I grew as very flint, and when the rest 
*^ Laugh'd at devotion, I enjoyed the jest; 
^^ But this all vanish'^d like the morning-dew, 
^^ When unemployM, and poor again I grew; 
" Yea ! I was doubly poor, fcM* I was wicked too. 

^^ The mouse that trespass^ and the treasure stole, 
'' Found his lean body fitted to the hole ; 
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** Till having fatted, he was forced to stay, 
'< And, fasting, starve his stolen bulk away : 
** Ah ! worse for me — ^grown poor,«I yet remain 
^^ In sinful bonds, and pray and fast in vain. 

At length I thought, although these friends of sin 

Have spread their net and caught their prey therein ; 
^^ Though my hard heart could not for mercy call, 
^^ Because, though great my grief, my faith was small ; 
*^ Yet, as the sick on skilful men rely, 
^^ The soul diseased may to a doctor fly. 

'^ A famous one there was, whose skill had wrought 
^^ Cures past belief, and him the sinners sought ; 
'* Numbers there were defiled by mire and filth, 
** Whom he recover''d by his goodly tilth : — 
** * Come then,* I said, * let me the man behold, 
** * And tell my case'— I saw him and I told. 

With trembling voice, * Oh ! reverend sir,' I said, 

< I once believed, and I was then misled ; 
^^ * And now such doubts my sinful soul beset, 
^^ ^ I dare not say that I^m a Chnstian yet ; 
'^ ^ Canst thou, good sir, by thy superior skill, 
j « ' Inform my judgment and direct my will ? 

*^ * Ah ! give thy cordial ; let my soul have rest, 
^^ ^ And be the outward man alone distressed ; 
** ' For at my state I tremble." — * Tremble more,' 
'* Said the good man, ^ and then rejoice therefore ; 
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" ^ 'Tis good to tremble ; prospects then are fair, 
^ * When the lost soul is plunged in deep despair : 
^' ^ Once thou wert amply honest, just and pure, 
" ' Whole, as thou thought'^st, and never wished a cure : 
^^ ^ Now thou hast plunged in foUy, shame, disgrace ; 
" * Now thou 'rt an object meet for healing grace ; 
" * No merit thine, no virtue, hope, belief, 
" ^ Nothing hast thou, but misery, sin, and grief, 

^ The best, the only titles to relief.** 

* What must I do,' I said, ' my soul to free ?' 
" < — ^Do nothing, man ; it will be done for thee.' 
" * But must I not, my reverend guide, believe ?** 
" * — If thou art called, thou wilt the faith receive f — 
" * But I repent not.' — Angry he replied, 
" * If thou art caU'd, thou needest nought beside : 
*' * Attend on us, and if 'tis Heaven's decree, 
** * The call wiU come, — ^if not, ah ! wo for thee.' 

" There then I waited, ever on the watch, 
" A spark of hope, a ray of light to catch ; 
" His words fell softly like the flakes of snow, 
" But I tould never find my heart o'erflow ; 
^^ He cried aloud, till in the flock began 
'^ The agh, the tear, as caught from man to man ; 
** They wept and they rejoiced, and there was I, 
^^ Hard as a flint, and as the desert dry: 
" To me no tokens of the call would come, 
" I felt my sentence and received my doom ; 
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But I complun'd — ' Let thy rcpinings cease, 

* Oh ! man of sin, for they thy guilt increase ; 
^^ ^ It bloweth where it listeth ; — die in peace.' 

** — * In peace, and perish ?' I replied ; * impart 
** * Some better comfort to a burthen'd heart.^ — 
** * Alas !' the priest returned, ^ can I direct 

* The heavenly call ? — Do I proclaim th^ elect .^ 

* Raise not thy voice against th' Eternal will, 
^ But take thy part with sinners and be still <^^^ 
^^ Alas ! for me, no more the times of peace 

*' Are mine on earth — ^in death my pains may cease. 

" Foes to my soul ! ye young seducers, know, 
** What serious ills from your amusements flow ; 
" Opinions, you with so much ease profess, 
" 0'*erwhelm the simple and their minds oppress : 
" Let such be happy, nor with reasons strong, 
*^ That make them wretched, prove their notions wrong; 
" Let them proceed in that they deem the way. 

Fast when they will, and at their pleasure pray : 

Yes, I have pity for my brethren's lot. 

And so had Dives, but it helpM him not : 
" And is it thus ? — I'm full of doubts : — Adieu ! 
** Perhaps his reverence is mistaken too,'' 
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Note 1, page S37, line 9. 

But take ihy part with sinners and be stiU, 

In a periodical work for the month of June last, the 
preceding dialogue is pronounced to be a most abominable 
caricature^ if meant to be applied to Calvinists in general, 
and greatly distorted, if designed for an individual : now 
the author in his preface has declared, that he takes not 
upon him the censure of any sect or society for their opi- 
nions; and the lines themselves evidently point to an 
individual, whose sentiments they very fairly represent, 
without any distortion whatsoever. In a pamphlet intitled 
" A Cordial for a Sin-despairing Soul," originally written 
by a teacher of religion, and lately re-published by another 
teacher of greater notoriety, the reader is informed that 
afler he had full assurance of his salvation, the Spirit en- 
tered particularly into the subject with him ; and, among 
many other matters of like nature, assured him that << his 
" sins were fully and freely forgiven, as if they had never 
*^ been committed ; not for any act done by him, whether 
" believing in Christ, or repenting of sin ; nor yet for the 
" sorrows and miseries he endured, nor for any service he 
<< should be called upon in his militant state, but for his 
'* own name and for his glory *s sake*,*' &c. And the 
whole drift and tenour of the book is to the same purpose, 

* Cordial, &c. page 87> 
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viz. the uselessness of all religious duties, such as prayer, 
contrition, fasting, and good works: he shows the evil 
done by reading such books as the Whole Duty of Man, 
and the Practice of Piety ; and complains heavily of his 
relation, an Irish bishop, who wanted him to join with the 
household in. family prayer: in fact, the whole work in- 
culcates that sort of quietism which this dialogue alludes 
to, and that without any recommendation of attendance 
on the teachers of the Gospel, but rather holding forth 
encouragement to the supineness of man's nature ; by the 
information that .he in vain looks for acceptance by the 
employment of his talents, and that his hopes of glory ar6 
rather extinguished than raised by any application tp the 
means of grace. 
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LETTER XXJI. 
THE POOR OF THE BOROUGH. 

PETER GRIMES. 



-Was a sordid soul. 



Such as does murder for a meed : 
Who but for fear kqpws no cx>ntrol, 
Because his consdence, sear'd and foul. 

Feels not the import of the deed ; 
One whose brute feeling ne*er aspires 
Beyond his own more brute desires. 

Scotty Marmtott' 



Metbought the souls of all that I had murder*d 
Came to my tent, and every one did threat- 



Shdkspeare. Richard IIL 



The times have been, 

That when the brains were out, the man would die, 

•And there an end ; but now they rise again. 

With twenty mortal murders on their crowns, 

And push us from our stools. 

Macbeth, 
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The Father of Peter a Fisherman — Peter's early Conduct—* 
His Grief for the old Man — He takes an Apprentice— 
The Boy*s Suffering and Fate— A second Boy : how he 
died — Peter acquitted — A third Apprentice — A Voyage 
by Sea : the Boy does not return — Evil Report on Peter : 
he is tried and threatened — ^Lives alone — His Melancholy 
and incipient Madness — ^Is observed and visited — He 
escapes and is taken : is lodged in a Parish-house: Women 
attend and watch him— ^He speaks in a Delirium : grows 
more collected— His Account of his Feelings and vi- 
sionary Terrors previous to his Death. 
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THE BOKOUGH. 



LETTER XXII. 
PETER GRIMES. 

Old Peter Grimes made fishing his employ, 

His wife he cabinM with him and his boy, 

And seemed that life laborious to enjoy : 

To town came quiet Peter with his fish, 

'And had of all a civil word and wish. 

He left his trade upon the sabbath-day. 

And took young Peter in his hand to pray : 

But soon the stubborn boy from care broke loose. 

At first refused, then added his abuse : 

His father^s love he scorned, his power defied. 

But being drunk, wept sorely when he died. 

Yes ! then he wept, and to his mind there came 
Much of his conduct, and he felt the shame, — 
How he had oft the good old man reviled, 
And never paid the duty of a child ; 
How, when the father in his Bible read, 
He in contempt and anger left the shed : 
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" It is the word of life,^ the parent cried ; 

~" This is the life itself,'' the boy replied ; 

And while old Peter in amazement stood, 

Gave the hot spirit to his boiling blood : — 

How he, with oath and furious speech, began 

To prove his freedom and assert the man ; 

And when the parent, checked his impious rage. 

How he had cursed the tyranny of age, — , 

Nay, once had dealt the sacrilegious blow 

On his bare head, and laid his parent low; 

The father groan'd — ^' If thou art old,"*' said he, 

** And hast a son — thou wilt remember me : 

** Thy mother left me in a happy time, 

" Thou kiirdst not her — Heav'n spares the double crime/* 

On an inn-settle, in his maudlin grief^ 
This he revolved, and drank for his relief. 

Now lived the youth in freedom, but debarred 
From coni^tant pleasure, and he thought it hard ; 
Hard that he could not every wish obey. 
But must awhile relinquish ale and play ; 
Hard ! that he could not to his cai'ds attend. 
But must acquire the money he would spend. 

With greedy eye he looked on all he saw, 
He knew not justice, and he laugh'd at law ; 
On all he mark'd he stretched his ready hand ; 
He fish'd by water, and he filch'd by land : 
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Oft in thp night has Peter dropped his oar. 

Fled from his boat and sought for prey on shore; 

Oft up the hedge-row glided, on his back 

Bearing the orchard^s produce in a sack, 

Or farm-yard load, tugged fiercely from the stack; 

And as these wrongs to greater numbers rose. 

The more' he looked on all men as his foes. 

He built a mud-walPd hovel, where he kept 
His various wealth, and there he ofutimes slept ; 
But no success could please his cruel soul. 
He wished for one to trouble and control ; 
He wanted some obedient boy to stand 
And bear the blow of his outrageous hand ; 
And hoped to find in some propitious hour 
A feeling creature subject to his power. 

Peter had heard there were in London then, — 
Still have they being ! — workhouse-clearing men. 
Who, undisturbed by feelings just or kind. 
Would parish-boys to needy tradesmen bind : 
They in their want a trifling sum would take. 
And toiling slaves of piteous orphans make. 

Such Peter sought, and when a lad was found. 
The sum was dealt him, and the slave was bound. 
Some few in town observed in Peter's trap 
A boy, with jacket blue and woollen cap ; 
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But none inquired how Peter used the rope, 
Or what the bndse, that made the stripling stoop; 
None could the ridges on his back behold, 
None sought him shivering in the winter^s ocdd; 
None put the question,— -^^ Peter, dost thou give 
^' The boy his food ? — What, man ! the lad must live: 
^^ Consider, Pet^, let the child have bread, 
^^ He ^11 serve thee better if he 's stroked and fed.^^ 
^one reasoii\l thus— and some, on hearing cries. 
Said calmly, ^^ Grimes is at his exercise.^' 
Pinned, beaten, cold, jnnch''d, threatenM, and 
abused — 
His eflTorts punish'*d and his food refused,— 
Awake tormented, — soon aroused from sleep, — 
Struck if he wept, and yet compell'd to weep. 
The trembling boy dropp'^d down and strove to pray. 
Received a blow, and trembling tum'd away. 
Or sobVd and hid his piteous face ; — while he. 
The savage master, grinned in horrid glee : 
He'd now the power he ever loved to show, 
A feeling being subject to his blow. 

Thus lived the lad, in hunger, peril, pain. 
His tears despised, his supplications vain: 
Compeird by fear to lie, by need to steal. 
His bed uneasy and unblessed his meal. 
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For three sad yean the boy his tortures bore, 
And then his pains and trials were no more. 

** How died he, Peter?*" when the people said, 
He growPd — ^< I found him lifeless in his bed ;^ 
Then tried tar setter tcme, and 8igh''d, *^ Poor Sam is 

dead.'' 
Yet murmurs were there, and some questions ask'd, — 
How he was fed, how punished, and how tasked ? 
Much they suspected, but they little proved. 
And Peter passed untroubled and unmoved. 

Another boy with equal ease was found. 
The money granted, and the victim bound ; 
And what his fateP — One night it chanced he fell 
From the boat's mast and perish'd in her well. 
Where fish were living kept, and where the boy 
(So reasoned men) could not himsdf destroy : — 

** Yes ! so it was,'' said Peter, " in his play, 
*' (For he was idle both by night and day,) 
<< He climVd the main-mast and then fell below ;" — 
Then show'd his corpse and pointed to the blow : 
" What said the jury ?" — they were long in doubt. 
But sturdy Peter faced the matter out : 
So they dismissed him, saying at the time, 
" Keep fast your hatchway when you've boys who 
climb." 
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This hit the conscience, and he coloured more 
Than for the closest questions put before. 

Thus all his fears the verdict set aside, 
And at the slave-shop Peter still applied. 

Then came a boy, of manners soft and mild, — 
Our seamen''s wives with grief beheld the child ; 
AU thought (the poor themselves) that he was one 
Of gentle blood, some noble sinner^s son. 
Who had, belike, deceived some humble maid> 
Whom he had first seduced and then betrayM : — 
However this, he seem'^d a gra<nous lad. 
In grief submissive and with patience sad. 

Passive he labourM, till his slender frame 
Bent with his loads, and he at length was lame : 
Strange that a frame so weak could bear so long 
The grossest insult and the foulest wrong; 
But there were causes — in the town they gave 
Fire, food, and comfort, to the gentle slave ; 
And though stem Peter, with a cruel hand, 
And knotted rope, enforced the rude command. 
Yet he considered what he 'd lately felt, 
And his vile blows with selfish pity dealt. 

One day such draughts the cruel fisher made, 
He could not vend them in his borough-trade. 
But sail'd for London-mart : the boy was ill, 
But ever humbled to his master's will ; 
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And on the river, where they smoothly sail'^d. 

He strove with terror and awhile prevailed ; 

But new to danger on the angry sea. 

He clung ajSrighten'd to his master^s knee : 

The boat grew leaky and the wind was strong. 

Bough was the passage and the time was long ; 

His liquor failed, and Peter'^s wrath arose, — 

No more is known — the rest we must suppose. 

Or learn of Peter ; — Peter says, he " spied 

" The stripling''s danger and for harbour tried ; 

^^ Meantime the fish, and then th^ apprentice died. 

The pitying women raised a clamour round. 
And weeping said, ** Thou hast thy 'prentice drown'd. 

Now the stem man was summonM to the haU^ 
To tell his tale before the burghers all : 
He gave th' account ; professed the lad he loved. 
And kept his brazen features all unmoved. 

The mayor himself with tone severe replied, — 
*' Henceforth with thee shall never boy abide ; 
" Hire thee a freeman, whom thou durst not beat, 
" But who, in thy despite, will sleep and eat : 
" Free thou art now! — again shouldst thou appear 
" Thou 'It find thy sentence, like thy soul, severe. 

Alas ! for Peter not a helping hand. 
So was he hated, could he now command ; 
Alone he row'd his boat, alone he cast 
His nets beside, or made his anchor fast ; 
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To hold a rope or hear a curse was none, — 
He toil'^d and raiTd ; he groan'd and swore alooe. 

Thus by himself compeird to live each day. 
To wait for certain hours the tide^s delay; 
At the same times the same dull views to see, 
The bounding marsh-bank and the blighted tree ; 
The water only, when the tides were high, 
When low, the mud half-cover'd and half-dry ; 
* The sun-burnt tar that blisters on the planks. 
And bank-side stakes in their imeven ranks; 
Heaps of entangled weeds that slowly float. 
As the tide rolls by the impeded boat» 

When tides were neap, and, in the sultry day, 
Through the tall bouncBng mud-banks made their way. 
Which on each side rose sweDing, and below 
The dark warm flbod ran silently and slow; 
There anchoring, Peter chose from man to hide. 
There hang his head, and view the lazy tide 
In ito hot slimy channel slowly glide ; 
Where the small eels that leit the deeper way 
For the warm shore, within the shallows play; 
Where gaping muscles, left upon the mud. 
Slope their slow passage to the fallen flood ; — 
Here dull and hopeless he 'd lie down and trace 
How ndelong crabs had scrawFd their crooked race ; 
Or sadly listen to the tuneless cry 
Of fishing gull or clanging golden-eye ; 
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What time the sea-birds to the marsh would oome. 
And the loud Uttern, from the bull-rush home. 
Gave from the salt-ditch side the bellowing boom : 
He nursed the feelings these dull scenes jvoduoe, 
And loved to stop bende the opening sluice ; 
Where the small stream, confined in narrow bound,' 
Ran with a dull, unvaried, saddening sound; 
Where all, presented to the eye or ear, 
Oppress^ the soul with misery, grief, and fear. 

Besides these objects, there were places three. 
Which Peter seem'^d with certain dread to see ; 
When he drew near them he would turn frcmi each, 
And loudly whistle till he passed the reach ^. 

A change of scene to him brought no relief; 
In town, ^twas plain, men took him for a thief: 
.The sailors^ wives would stop him in the street. 
And say, " Now, Peter, thou^st no boy to beat i** 
Infants at play, when they perceived him, ran. 
Warning each other — ^' That^s the wicked man :'' 
He growPd an oath, and in an angry tone 
Cursed the whole place and wished to be alone. 

Alone he was, the same dull scenes in view. 
And still more gloomy in his sight they grew : 

• The reaches in a river are diose parts which extend from point 
to point. Johnson has not the word precisely in tliia sense ; but it 
is very common^ and I believe used wheresoever a navigable river 
can be found in this country. 
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Though man he hated, yet employ''^ alone 

At bootless labour, he would swear and groan, 

Curdng the ^oals that glided by the spot. 

And gulls that caught them when his arts could not. 

Cold nervous trembhngs shook- his sturdy frame. 
And strange disease — ^he couldn^t say the name ; 
Wild were his dreams, and oft he rose in fright. 
Waked by his view of horrors in the night, — - 
Horrors that would the sternest minds amaze. 
Horrors that demons might be proud to raise : 
And though he felt forsaken, grieved at heart. 
To think he lived from all mankind apart ; 
Yet, if a man approach^, in terrors he would start. 

A winter pass'^d since Peter saw the town. 
And summer-lodgers were again come down ; 
These, idly curious, with their glasses spied 
The ships in bay as anchor^ for the tide, — 
The river^s craft, — ^the bustle of the quay, — 
And sea-port views, which landmen love to see. 

One, up the river, had a man and boat 
Seen day by day, now anchored, now afloat ; 
Fisher he seemed, yet used no net nor hook ; 
Of sea-fowl swimming by no heed he took, 
But on the ^ding waves still fix^d his lazy look : 
At certain stations he would view the stream. 
As if he stood bewilder^ in a dream. 
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Or that some power had chained him for a time. 

To feel a curse or meditate on crime. 

This known, some curious, some in pity went. 

And others questioned — " Wretch, dost thou repent ?" 

He heard, he trembled, and in fear resigned 

His boat : new terror fill'^d his restless mind ; 

Furious he grew, and up the country ran. 

And there they seized him — a distempered man :— 

Him we received, and to a parish-bed. 

Followed and cursed, the groaning man was led. 

. Here when they saw him, whom they used to shun, 

A lost, lone man, so harassed and undone ; 

Our gentle females, ever prompt to feel. 

Perceived compassion on their anger steal ; 

His crimes they could not from their memories blot, 

But they were grieved, and trembled at his lot. 
A priest too came, to whom his words are told ; 

And all the dgns they shuddered to behold. 

** Look ! look r they cried ; " his limbs with horror 
'shake, 

** And as he grinds his teeth, what noise they make ! 

*' How glare his angry eyes, and yet he's not awake : 
See ! what cold drops upon his forehead stand. 
And how he clenches that broad bony hand.^^ 
The priest attending, found he spoke at times 

As one aUuding to his fears and crimes: 

VOL. II. A A 
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'* It was the £all,^ he mutterM, '* I caa shaw 
" The manner how — I never struck a blow :" — 
And then aloud — '* Unhand me, free my chain; 
" On oath, be fell — ^it struck him to the brai|i :— 
^^ Why ask my father ? — that old man will swear 
Against my life ; besides, he wasn'^t there r — 
What, all agreed ? — ^Am I to die to-day ? — 
" My Lord^ in mercy, give me time to pray.'' 

Then, as they watched him, calmer he became 
And grew so weak he conldi^H move his frame,. 
But murmuring spake, — while they. could see and hear 
The start of terror and the groan of fear ; 
See the large dew-beads on his forehead nse. 
And the cold death-drop glaze his sunken eyes ;. 
Nor yet he died, but with unwonted force 
Seemed with some fsmcied b^g to discourse r 
He knew not us, or with accustomM art 
He hid the knowledge, yet exposed his heart; 
^was part confession and the rest defence, 
A madman's tale, with gleams of waking sense; 
^ " 1 11 tell you all,'' he said,. " the very day 
^ When, the old man first pLaqed them in my wa^: 
** My father's spirit — ^he wha always tried 
<^ To give me trouble, when he lived and died— 
^ When he was gone, he could not be contents 
^ To see my days in painful labour spent,. 
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^* But would appoint his meetingSy and he made 
^^ Me watch at these, and so neglect my trade. 
'^ ^Twas one hot noon, all silent, still, serene, 
** No living bring had I lately seen ; 
I paddled up and down and dipped my net. 
But (such his pleasure) I could nothing get, — 
^^ A father^s pleasure, when his toil was done, 
^' To plague and torture thus an only son ! 
<^ And so I sat sad looked upon the stream, 
^^ How it ran on, and felt as in a dream : « 
" But dream it was not ; no ! — I fix'd my eyes 
'^ On the mid stream and saw the spirits rise ; 
" I saw my father on the water stand, 
^^ And hold a thin pale boy in either hand ; 
" And there they glided ghastly on the top 
'^ Of the salt flood, and never touched a drop : 
^* I would have struck them, but they knew th^ intent, 
^< And smiled upon the oar, and down they went. 

^^ Now, from that day, whenever I began 
•* ^o dip my net, there stood the hi«d old man— i- 
He and those boys: I humbled me and pray'^d 
They would be gone ; — ^they heeded not, but stayed : 
^^ Nor oould I turn, nor would the boat go by. 
But gazing on the spirits, there was I : 
They bade me leap to deathy but I was loth to die: 
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And every day, as sure as day arose, 
Would these three spirits meet me ere the close ; 
To hear and mark them daily was my doom, 
And * Come,' they said, with weak, sad voices, ' come.** 
To row away with all my strength I try'd. 
But there were they, hard by me in the tide, 
" The three unbodied forms — and ^ Come,"* still * come,"* 
they cried. 
Fathers should pity — ^but this old man ^ook 
His hoary locks, and froze me by a look : 
" Thrice, when I struck them, through the water came 
^^ A hollow groan, that weakened all my frame : 
" * Father !' said I, * have mercy f — He rephed, 
** I know not what — the angry spirit Ued, — 
** * Didst thou not draw thy knife?' said he: — 'Twas 

true, 
" But I had pity and my arm withdrew: 
" He cried for mercy which I kindly gave, 
^^ But he has no compassion in his grave. 

*^ There were three places, where they ever rose, — 
** The whole long river has not such as those, — 
'^ Places accursed, where, if a man remain. 
He'll see the things which strike him to the brain; 
And there they made me on my paddle lean, 
" And look at them for hours ; — accursed scene I 
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^^ When they would glide to that smooth eddy-spaoe, 
^^ Then bid me leap and join them in the place ; 
*^ And at my groans each little villain sprite 
^' Enjoyed my pains and yani8h''d in delight. . 

^^ In one fierce summer-day, when my poor brain 
** Was burning hot and cruel was my pain, 
^^ Then came this father-foe, and there he stood 
^ With his two boys again upon the flood ; 
" There was more mischief in their eyes, more glee 
*^ In their pale faces when they glared at me : 
^^ Still did they force me on the oar to rest. 
And when they saw me fainting and oppressed, 
He, with his hand, the old man, scoopM the flood, 
'^ And there came flame about him mix'^d with blood ; 
*^ He bade me stoop and look upon the place. 
Then flung the hot-red liquor in my face ; 
Burning it blazed, and then I roared for pain, 
^^ I thought the demons would have tumM my brain. 
Still there they stood, and forced me to behold 
A place of horrors — ^they cannot be uAd — 
Where the flood openM, tha-e I heard the shriek 
Of tortured guilt — ^no earthly tongue can speak : 
' All days alike ! for ever f did they say, 
" ' And unremitted torments every day** — 
'^ Yes, so they said :^ — ^But here he ceased and gazed 
On all around, aSrighten'^d and amazed ; 
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And sdll he tried to qpeak, and lodk^d in Aeead 
Of frightened females g»tberiiig round his bed ; 
Then dropped exhausted and appeared at rest. 
Till the strong foe th^ vital powers possess^ ; 
Then with an inward, broken voice he cried, 
*^ Again they come,^ and muttered as he died. 
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Ptaa aatan Tehemcna >e mult« Bovior Olii, 

Quu et Ctedidua gntyig invenit autlUudaDiaiidnu, 

Kocte diequc Buuin gestare in pectoie tetara. 

JuvenaL Sat. 13. L 197. 



Think mj fbrmer state a happj dieam, 
Fram which awaked, die tnith of vhat we are 
Sliow j -na but diti, — t am nmn biotba now 

To grim Keccsdty, and he and I 
Will keep ■ league till death. 

Riehard II. 



The Mind of Mtui accommodated itself to all Situations; 
Prisons otherwise would be intolerable — Debtors : their 
different Kinds: three particularly described; others 
more briefly— ^An arrested Prisoner : his Account of his 
Feelings and his Situation — The Alleviations of a Prison 
— Prisoners for C|;imes — Two condemned: a vindictive 
Female: a Highwayman — The Interval between Con- 
demnation and Execution — His Feelings as the Time ap- 
proaches—His Dream. 



THE BOROUGH. 



LETTER XXIIl. 



PRISONS. 



^Tis well — that man to all the varying states 
Of good and ill his mind accommodates ; 
He not alone progressive grief sustains, 
But soon submits to unexperienced pains : 
Change after change, all climes his body bears ; 
His mind repeated shocks of changing cares : 
Faith and &ir virtue arm the nobler breast ; 
Hope and mere want of feeling aid the rest. 

Or who could bear to lose the balmy air 
Of summer^s breath, from aU things fresh and fair. 
With all that man admires or loves below; 
All earth and water, wood and vale bestow, 
Where rosy pleasures smile, whence real blessings flow; 
With sdght and sound of every kind that lives, 
And crowning all with joy that freedom ^ves ? 
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Who could fix>m these, in some unhappy day. 
Bear to be drawn by ruthless arms away. 
To the vile nuisance of a noisome room. 
Where only insolence and miseiy come ? 
(Save that the curious will by chance aj^iear. 
Or some in pity drop*a fruitless tear ;) 
To a damp prison, where the very ^ht 
Of the warm sun is favour and not right ; 
Where all we hear or see the feelings shock, 
The oath and groan, the fetter and the lock ? 

Who could bear this and live ? — Oh ! many a year 
All this is borne, and miseries more severe ; 
And some there are, familiar with the scene. 
Who live in mirth, though few becoiHe serene. 

Far as I might the itflward man perceive. 
There was a constant e£Fort — not to grieve ; 
Not to despait, for better days would come. 
And the freed debtor smile again at home : 
Subdued his habits, he may peace regain. 
And bless the woes that were not sent in vain. 

Thus might we class the debtors here confined. 
The more deceived, the more deceitful kind ; 
Here are the guilty race, who mean to live 
On credit, that credulity will give ; 
Who purchase, conscious they can never pay ; 
Who know their fate, and traffic to betray; 
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On whom no pity, fear, remorse, prevail, 
Their aim a statute, their resource a jail ; — 
These as the public spoilers we regard. 
No- dun so harsh, no creditcHr so hard. 

A second kind are they, who truly strive 
To keep their sinking credit long alive ; 
Success, nay prudence, they may want, but yet 
They would be solvent, and deplore a debt ; 
All means they use, to all expedients run. 
And are by slow, sad steps, at last undone : 
Justly, perhaps, you blame their want of skill, 
But mourn their feelings and absolve their will. 

There is a debtor, who bis trifling aU 
Spreads in a shop ; it would not fiU a stall : 
There at one window his temptation lays. 
And in new modes disposes and displays : 
Above the door you shall his name behold, 
And what he vends in ample letters told. 
The words repositofy^ warefumse, all 
He uses to enlarge concerns so small : 
He to his goods assigns some beauty'^s name, 
Then in her reign, and hopes they^U share her fame ; 
And talks of credit, commerce, traffic, trade. 
As one important by their profit made; 
But who can paint the vacancy, the gloom. 
And spare dimensions of one backward room ? 
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Wherein he dines, if so 'tis fit to speak, 

Of one day's herring and the morrow's «teak ; 

An anchorite in diet, all his care 

Is to display his stock and vend his ware. 

Long waiting hopeless, then he tries to meet 
A kinder fortune in a distant street; 
There he again displays, increasing yet 
Corroding sorrow and consuming debt : 
Alas ! he wants the requisites to rise — 
The true connexions, the availing ties ; 
They who proceed on certainties advance, 
These are not times when men prevail by chance: 
But still he tries, till, after years of pam. 
He finds, with anguish, he has tried in vain. 
Debtors are these oh whom 'tis hard to press, 

'Tis base, impolitic, and merciless. 
To these we add a miscellaneous kind. 

By pleasure, pride, and mdolence confined ; 

Those whom no calls, no warnings could divert. 

The unexperienced and the inexpert ; 

The builder, idler, schemer, gamester, sot, — 

The follies different, but the same their lot ; 

Victims of horses, lasses, drinking, dice. 

Of every pasaon, humour, whim, and vice. 
See ! that sad merchant, who but yesterday 

Had a vast household in command and pay; 
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He now entreats permission to employ 
A boy he needs, and then entreats the boy. 

And there sits one, improvident but kind. 
Bound for a friend, whom honour could not bind ; 
Sighing, he speaks to any who appear, 
" A treach Vous friend — ^"twas that which sent me here : 
" I was too kind, — I thought I could depend 
" On his bare word — ^he was. a treach '^rous friend.^ 

A female too ! — ^it is to her a home, 
She dame before — and she again will come : 
Her friends have pity ; when their anger drops. 
They take her home; — she's tried her schools and 

shops — 
Plan after plan ; — ^but fortune would not mend, 
She to herself was Btill the treach '^rous friend; 
And wheresoever began, all here was sure to end : 
And there she sits as thoughtless and as gay. 
As if she'^d means, or not a debt to pay — 
Or knew to-morrow she'd be caU'd away — 
Or felt a shilling and could dine to-day. 

While thus observing, I began to trace 

4 

The sobered features of a well-known face — 
Looks once familiar, manners formed to please. 
And all illumined by a heart at ease : 
But fraud and flattery ever claimed a part 
(Still unresisted) of that easy heart ; 
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But he at length beholds me — " Ah ! my friend f 
" And have thy pleasures this unlucky lend ?"" 

'^ Too sure/' he said, and smiling as he sighM; 

I went astray, though prudence seemM my guide; 

All she proposed I in my heart approved, 

And she was honour'^d, but my pleasure loved*- 
" Pleasure, the mistress to whose arms I fled, 
** From wife-like lectures angry prudence read. 

<' Why speak the madness of a life like mine. 

The powers of beauty, novelty, and wine? 

Why paint the wanton smile, the venal vow, 
''- Or friends whose worth I can appreciate now ? 

** Oft I perceived my fate, and then would say, 
" ni think to-morrow, I must live to-day: 
" So am I hefe — I own the laws are just-t- 

And here, where thought is painful, think I must': 

But speech is pleasant, this discourse with thee 

Brings to my mind the sweets of liberty, 
^^ Breaks on the sameness of the place, and gives 
** The doubtful heart conviction that it lives. 

'^ Let me describe my anguish in' the hour 
** When law detained me and I felt its power. 

^^ When in that shipwreck, this I found my i^ofb, 
" And joinM the wretched,. who were wrecked before; 
" When I perceived each feature in the face, 
" Knchy through neglect or turbid by disgnu^; 
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^' When in these wasting forms afflUction stood 
^' In my afflicted view, it chilled my bldod; — 
^' And forth I rush'^d, a quick retreat to make, 
'^ Till a loud laugh proclaimed the dire mistake: 
^' But when the groan had settled to a sigh, 

When gloom became familiar to the eye, 
" When I perceive how others seem to rest, 
" With every evil rankling in my breast,— 
" Led by example, I put on the man, 
^^ Sing off my sighs, and trifle as I can. 

Homer ! nay Pope ! (for never will I seek 

Applause for learning — ^nought have I with Greek) 
" Gives us the secrets of his pagan hell, 
" Where ghost with ghost in sad communion dwell ; 
'^ Where shade meets shade, and round the gloomy meads 
" They glide and speak of old heroic deeds, — 
" What fields they conquered, and what foes they fijew 
" And sent to join the melancholy crew. 

" When a new spirit in that world was found, 

A thousand shadowy forms; came flitting rfaoxudi ; 

Those who-had known him, fond inquiries made,: — 

^ Of all we left, inform us, gentle shade^ 
" * Now as we lead thee in our realms to dwell, 

' Our twilight groves, and meads of asphodel/ 
What paints, the poet, is our statioa here. 

Where we like ghosts and flitting shades appear : 
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^^ This is the hell he sings, and here we meet, 
" And former deeds to new-made fiiends repeat ; 
'' Heroic deeds^ which here obtain us fame, 
*' And are in fact the causes why we came : 
** Yes ! this dim region is old Homer^s hell, 
^^ Abate but groves and meads of asphodel. 

" Here, when a stranger from your world we spy, 
** We gather round him and for news apply; 
^^ He hears unheeding, nor can speech endure. 
But shivering gazes on the vast obscure : 
We smiling pity, and by kindness show 
" We felt his feelings and his terrors know ; 
" Then speak of cpmfort — time will give him sight, 
• " Where now 'tis dark ; where now 'tis wo— delight. 
" * Have hope,' we say, * and soon the place to thee 
'^ ' Shall not a prison but a castle be ; 
" * When to the wretch whom care and guilt confound, 
" * The world 's a prison, with a wider bound ; 
" * Go where he may, he feels himself confined, 
" * And wears the fetters of an abject mind.' 

But now adieu ! those giant keys appear, 
" Thou art not worthy to be inmate here : 
" Go to thy world, and to the young declare 
** What we, our spirits and employments, are ; 
*' Tell them how we the ills of life endure, 
" Our empire stable, and our state secure ; 
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^* Our dress, our diet, for their use describe, 
^^ And bid them haste to join the gen'^rous tribe : 
** Gk) to thy world, and leave us here to dwell, 
** Who to its joys and comforts bid farewell."" 

Farewell to these ; but other scenes I view. 
And other griefs, and guilt of deeper hue ; 
Where conscience gives to outward ills her pain, 
Gloom to the night, and pressure to the chain : 
Here separate cells awhile in misery keep 
Two doom''d to suffer : there they strive for sleep ; 
By day indulged, in larger space they range. 
Their bondage certain, but their bounds have change. 

One was a female, who had grievous ill 
Wrought in revenge, and she enjoy'^d it still : 
With death before her, and her fate in view, 
Unsated vengeance in her bosom grew : 
Sullep she was and threafning; in her eye 
Glared the stem triumph that she dared to die : 
But first a being in the world must leave — 
'Twas once reproach ; ^twas now a short reprieve. 

She was a pauper bound, who early gave 
Her mind to vice, and doubly was a slave ; 
Upbraided, beaten, held by rough control, 
B«venge sustained, inspired, and fill'^d her soul : 
She fired a full-stored bam, confess^ the fact. 
And laugh'^d at law and justified the act : 
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Our gentle vicar tried his powers in vain, 
She answer'^d not, or answer'^d with disdain ; 
Th^ approaclung fate she heard without a sigh. 
And neither cared to live nor fear'^d to die^ 

Not so he felt, who with her was to pay 
The forfeit, life — ^with dread he view'*d the day. 
And that short space which yet for him remain^!. 
Till with his limbs his faculties were chain'^d : 
He paced his narrow boimds some ease to find, 
But found it not, — ^na comfort reach'^d his mind r 
Each sense was palsied ; when he tasted food. 
He sigh'^d and said, " Enough — ^tis very good."*^ 
Since his dread sentence, nothing seem^'d to be 
As once it was — ^he seeing coidd not see. 
Nor hearing, hear aright; — ^when first I came 
Within Ms view, I fancied there was shame, 
I judged resentment ; I mistook the air, — 
These fainter pasfflons live not with despair ; 
Or but exist and die : — Hope, fear, and love, 
Joy, doubt, and hate, may other spirits move. 
But touch not his, who every waking hour 
Has one iSx'd dread, and always feels its power. 

** But will not mercy ?^ — ^Nof she cannot plead 
For such an outrage; — ^'twas a cruel deed : 
He stopped a timid traveller ; — to his breast,^ 
With oaths and curses, was the danger pressM r— ^ 
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No! he must suffer; pity we may find 

For one man^s pangs, but must not wrong mankind. 

Still I behold him, every thought employed 
On one dire view ! — all others are destrpyM ; 
This makes his features ghastly, gives the tone 
Of his few words resemblance to a groan : 
He takes his tasteless food, and when His done. 
Counts up his meals, now lessen'^d by that one ; 
For expectation is on time intent. 
Whether he brings us joy or punishment. 

Yes ! e'^en in sleep the impressions all remain. 
He hears the sentence and he feels the chain; 
He sees the judge and jury, when he shakes, 
And loudly cries, " Not guilty," and awakes: 
Then chilling tremblings o^er his body creep. 
Till worn-out nature is compelled to sleep. 

Now comes the dream again; it shows each scene. 
With each small circumstance that ccnnes between — 
The call to suffering and the very deed — 
There crowds go with him, follow, and precede ; 
Some heartless shout, some pity, all condemn. 
While he in fsuicied envy looks at them : 
He seems the place for that sad act to see, - 
And dreams the very thirst which then will be : 
A priest attends — ^it seems, the one he knew 
In his best days, beneadi whose care he grew. 

B^2 ' 
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At this his terrors take a sudden flight. 
He sees his native village with delight ; 
The house, the chamber, where he once array''d 
His youthful person ; where he knelt and pray'^d : 
Then too the comforts he enjoyM at home. 
The days of joy; the joys themselves are come; — 
The hours of innocence; — the timid look 
Of his loved maid, when first her hand he took 
And told his hope ; her trembling joy appears. 
Her forced reserve and his retreating fears. 

All now is present ; — ^tis a moment's gleam 
Of former sunshine — stay, delightful dream ! 
Let him within his pleasant garden walk, 
Give him her arm, of blessings let them talk. 

Yes! all are with him now, and all the while 
Life's early prbspects and his Fanny's smile : 
Then come his sister and his village-friend. 
And he will now the sweetest moments spend 
Life has to yield; — ^No! never will he find 
Again on earth such pleasure in his mind : 
He goes through shrubby walks these friends among. 
Love in their looks and honour on the tongue : 
Nay, there's a charm beyond what natiu*e shows. 
The bloom is softer and more sweetly glows; — 
Pierced by no crime, and urged by no deare 
For more than true and honest hearts require. 
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They feel the cahn delight, and thus proceed 

Through the green lane, — then linger in the mead, — 

Stray o^er the heath in all its purple bloom, — 

And pluck the blossom where the wild bees hum ; 

Then through the broomy bound with ease they pass. 

And press the sandy sheep-walk^s slender grass. 

Where dwarfish flowers among the gorse are spread. 

And the lamb browses by the linnefs bed; 

Then '*cross the bounding brook they make their way 

Cer its rough bridge — and there behold the bay ! — 

The ocean smiling to the fervid sun — 

The waves that faintly fall and slowly run — 

The ships at distance and the boats at hand ; 

And now they walk upon the sea^-side sand. 

Counting the number and what kind they be. 

Ships softly sinking in the sleepy sea : 

Now arm in arm, now parted, they behold 

The glittering waters on the shingles roffd : 

The timid girls, half dreading their design, 

Dip the small foot in the retarded brine. 

And search for crimson weeds, which spreading flow. 

Or lie like pictures on the sand below ; 

With all' those bright red pebbles that the sun 

Through the small waves so softly shines upon ; 

And those live lucid jeUies which the eye 

Delights to trace as they swim glitt'^ring by : 



874 fsiaasB. 

Fe&rl-ehells and rubied star-fish tbey admue, 
And will arrange above the par]our-&«, — 
Tokens of Uiss ! — " Oh I horrible ! a wave 
*' Roars as it rises — save me, Edward! savef* 
She oies : — Alas ! the walchman <m his way 
Calls and lets in — truth, terror, and the day ! 
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Tu quoque ne metuas, quamvis schdla yerbere midto 
Increpet et traculenta seneK geret ora magister ; 
Degeneres animos timar aiguit; at tibi o(Mi8ta 
Intiepidus, nee te damor plagieque sonantea, 
Nee matutinis agitet fonnido sub horis, 
Qu6d sceptnun vibrat ferulae, qu6d multa supellex 
Viigea, qu6d molut scuticam prastexit aluta, 
Qu6d fervent trepido subsellia vestra tumultu, 
Pompa lod, et vani fugiatur scena fimoris. 

Ausonius in PrctrepHco ad N^oiem, 



Be it a weakness, it deserves some praise, — 

We love the play-place of our early days ; 

The scene is touching, and the heart is stone 

That feels not at that sight— and feds at none. 

The wall on whidi we tried our graving sidllj 

The very name we carved subsisting still-; 

The bench on which we sat while deep employ'd. 

Though mangled, hack'd, and hew'd, yet not destroyed. 

The tittle ones unbuttoned, glowing hot, 
Playing our games, and on the very spot ; 
As happy as we once to kned and draw 
The chalky ring and knudde down at taw. 
This fond attachment to the well-known place, 
When first we started into life's long n|ce, 
Maintains its hold with such unfailing sway, 
We fed it e*en in age and-att>ur latest day. 
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Schools of every Kind to be found in the Borough — The School 
for Infants — The School Preparatory : the Sagacity of the 
Mistress in foreseeing Character — Day-Schools of the lower 
Kind — A Master with Talents adapted to such Pupils : one 
of superior Qualifications — ^Boarding-Schools: that for young 
Ladies : one going first to the Goyerness^ one finally returning 
Home — School for Youth: Master and Teacher; various 
Dispositions and Capacities — The Miser-Boy — The Boy- 
Bully — Sons of Farmers: how amused — ^What Study will 
effect^ examined — ^A College Life : one sent from his College 
to a Benefice; one retiuned there in Dignity — The Advan- 
tages in either Case not considerable — ^Where then the Good 
of a literary Life? — ^Answered — Conclusion. 
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To every class we have a school assigned) 
Rules for all ranks and food for every mind : 
Yet one there is, that small regard to rule 
Or study pays, and stiU is deem'^d a school ; 
That, where a deaf, poor, patient widow sits, 
And awes some thirty infants as she knits ; 
Infants of humble, busy wives, who pay 
Some trifling price for freedom through the day. 
At this good matron'^s hut the children meet. 
Who thus becomes the mother of the street : 
Her room is ^smaU, they cannot widely stray, — 
Her threshold High, they cannot run away : 
Though deaf, she sees the rebel-heroes shout, — 
Though lame, her white rod nimbly walks about ; 
With band of yarn she keeps ofienders in, 
And to her gown the sturdiest rogue can pin : 
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Aided by these, and spells, and tell-tale birds. 
Her power they dread and reverence her words. 

To leaming^s second seats we now proceed. 
Where humming students ^ded primers read ; 
Or books with letters large and pictures gay, 
To make their reading but a kind of play — 
^^ Reading made Easy,^ so the titles tell ; 
But they who read must first begin to spell : 
There may be profit in these arts, but still 
Learning is labour, call it what you will; 
Upon the youthful mind a heavy load. 
Nor must we hope to find the royal road. 
Some will their easy steps to science show. 
And some to heaven itself their by-way know; 
Ah ! trust them not, — ^who fame or bliss would share. 
Must learn by labour, and must hve by care. 

Another matron of superior kind. 
For higher schools prepares the lising mind; 
Prepanratory she her learning calls. 
The step first made to colleges and halls. 

She early sees to what the mind will grow. 
Nor abler judge of infant-powiers I know; 
She sees what soon the Uvely will impede. 
And how the steadier will in turn succeed ; 
Observes the dawn of wisdom, fancy, taste. 
And knows what parts will wear and what will waste : 
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She marks the mind too lively, and at once 
Sees the gay coxcomb and the rattling dunce. 

Long has she lived, and much she loves to trace 
Her former pupils, now a lordly race ; 
Whom when she sees rich robes and furs bedeck, 
She marks the pride which once she strove to check : 
A burgess comes, and she remembers well 
How hard her task to make his worship spell ; 
(Gold, selfish, dull, inanimate, unkind, 
^Twas but by anger he displayed a mind : 
Now civil, smiling, complaisiuit, and gay, 
The world has worn th^ imsodal crust away ; 
That sullen spirit now a softness wears, . 
And, save by fits, e^en dulness disappears : 
But still the matrcHi can the man behold. 
Dull, selfish, hard, inanimate, and cold. 
A merchaoit passes, — " probity and truth, 
" Prudence and patience, markM thee from thy youth."*' 
Thus she observes, but oft retains her fears 
For him, who now with name unstained appears ; 
Nor hope relinquishes, for one who yet 
Is lost in error and involved in debt; 
For latent evil in that heart she found. 
More open hfire, .but here the core was sound. 

Various our day-schools : here behold we one 
Empty and still : — ^the morning duties done. 
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Soiled, tattered, worn, and thrown in various heaps. 
Appear their books, and there confusion sleeps ; 
The workmen all are from the Babel fled, 
And lost their tools, till the return they dread : 
Meantime the master, with his wig awry. 
Prepares his books for business by-4ind-by : 
Now all th^ insignia of the monarch laid 
Beside hun rest, and none stand by afraid ; 
He, while his troop light-hearted leap and play, 
Is all intent on duties of the day ; 
No more the tyrant stem or judge severe. 
He feels the father^s and the husband^s fear. 

Ah ! little think the timid trembling crowd. 
That one so wise, so powerful, and so proud. 
Should feel himself, and dread the humble ills 
Of rent-day charges and of coalman'^s bills ; 
That while they mercy from their judge implore. 
He fears himself — a knocking at the door ; 
And feels the burthen as his neighbour states 
His humble portion to the parish-rates. 

They sit th' allotted hours, then eager run. 
Rushing to pleasure when the duty's done ; 
His hour of leisure is of difiFerent kind. 
Then cares domestic rush upon his mind, 
And half the ease and comfort he enjoys, 
Is when surrounded by slates, books, and boys. 
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Poor Reuben Dixon has the noisiest school 
Of ragged lads, who ever bow'd to rule ; 
Low in his price — the men who heave our coals. 
And clean our causeways, send him boys in shoals : 
To see poor Reuben, with his fry beside, — 
Their half-checkM rudeness and his half-scom'^d pride, — 
Th«r room, the sty in which th^ assembly meet. 
In the close lane behind the Northgate-street ; 
T' observe his vain attempts to keep the peace, 
Till tolls the bell, and strife and troubles cease, — 
Calls for our praise ; his labour praise deserves, 
But not our pity ; Reuben has no nerves : 
^Mid noise and dirt, and stench, and play, and prate. 
He calmly cuts the pen or views the slate. 

But Leonard ! — ^yes, for Leonard'^s fate I grieve. 
Who loathes the station which he dares not leave ; 
He cannot digj he will not beg his bread. 
All his dependence rests upon his head ; 
And deeply skilTd in sciences and arts. 
On vulgar lads he wastes superior parts. 

Alas ! what grief that feeling mind sustains. 
In guiding hands and stirring torpid brains ; 
He whose proud mind from pole to pole will move. 
And view the wonders of the worlds above ; 
Who thinks and reasons strongly: — ^hard his fate. 
Confined for ever to the pen and slate : 
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True, he submits, and when the long dull day 
Has slowly passed, in weary tasks, away. 
To other worlds with cheerful view he looks. 
And parts the night between repose and books. 

Amid his labours, he has sometimes tried 
To turn a little from his cares aside ; 
Pope, Milton, Dryden, with delight has seized. 
His soul engaged and of his trouble eased : 
When, yrith a heavy eye and iQ-done sum, 
No part conceived, a stupid boy will come ; 
Then Leonard first subdues the rising frown. 
And bids the blockhead lay his blunders down; 
O^er which disgusted he will turn his eye, 
To his sad duty his sound mind apply. 
And, vex^d in spirit, throw his pleasures by. 

Turn we to schools which more than these afford — 
The sound instruction and the wholesome -board; 
And first our school for ladies : — ^pity calls 
For one soft ngh, when we behold these walls. 
Placed near the town, and where, from window high. 
The fair, omfined, may our free crowds espy. 
With many a stranger gazing up and down. 
And all the envied tumult of the town ; 
May, in the smiling summer-eve, when they 
Are sent to sleep the pleasant hours away. 
Behold the poor (whom they concave the blessed) 
Employed for hours, and grieved they cannot rest. 
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Here the fond girl, whose days are ead and few 
Since dear mamina pronounced the last adieu. 
Looks to the road, and fondly thinks she hears 
The carriage-wheels, and struggles with her tears : 
AJl yet is new, the misses great and small, 
Madam herself, and teachers, odious all ; 
From laughter, pity, nay command, she turns, 
But melts in softness, or with anger bums ; 
Nauseates her food, and wonders who can sleep 
On such mean beds, where she can only weep : 
She scorns condolence — but to all she hates 
Slowly at length her mind acctmunodates ; 
Then looks on bondage with the same concern 
As others felt, and finds that she must learn 
As others leam'd — the common lot to share, 
To search for comfort and submit to care. 

There are, ^tis stud, who on these seats attend, 
And to these ductile minds destruction vend ; 
Wretches (to virtue, peace, and nature, foes) 
To these soft minds, their wicked trash expose ; 
Se^ on the soul, ere pasfddns take the sway. 
And lead the heart, ere yet it fe^ astray : 
Smugglers obscene !— and can there be who take 
Infernal pmns, the sleeping vice to wake ? 
Can there be those, by vhom the thought defiled 
Enters the spotless bosom c^. a child P 
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By whom the ill is to the heart convey^, 
Who lend the foe, not yet in arms, their aid. 
And sap the city-walls before the siege be laid ? 

Oh ! rather skulking in the by-ways steal, 
And rob the poorest traveller of his meal ; 
Burst through the humblest trader's bolted door ; 
Bear from the widow'^s hut her winter-store ; 
With stolen steed, on highways take your stand. 
Your lips with curses armM, with death your hand ; — 
Take all but life — the virtuous more would say. 
Take life itself, dear as it is, away. 
Rather than guilty thus the guileless soul betray. 

Years pass away — ^let us suppose them past, 
Th^ accomplish^ nymph for freedom looks at last ; 
All hardships over, which a school contains, 
The spirit's bondage and the body^s pains ; 
Where teachers make the heartless, trembling set 
Of pupUs suffer for their own regret ; 
Where winter^s cold, attack'^d by one poor fire. 
Chills the fair child, commanded to retire ; 
She felt it keenly in the morning air. 
Keenly she felt it at the evening prayer. 
More pleasant summer ; but then walks were made. 
Not a sweet ramble, but a slow parade ; 
They moved by pairs beside the hawthorn-hedge. 
Only to set their feelings on an edge ; 
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And now at eve, when all their spirits rise, 
Are sent to rest, and all thdbr pleasure dies; 
Where yet they all the town alert can see. 
And distant plough-boys padng o^er the lea. 

These and the tasks successive masters brought — 
The French they conned, the curious works they wrought : 
The hours they made their taper fingers strike, 
Note after note, all dull to them alike ; 
Their drawings, dancings on appointed days, 
Plajring with globes, and getting parts of plays ; 
The tender friendship's made ^twixt heart and heart, 
When the dear friends had nothing to impart :— - 

All ! all ! are over ; — ^now th'^ accomplished maid 
Longs for the world, of nothing there afraid : 
Dreams of dehght invade her gentle breast, 
And fancied lovers rob the heart of rest ; 
At the paternal door a carriage stands. 
Love knits their hearts and Hymen joins their hands. 

Ah! — ^world unknown! how charming is thy view, 
Thy pleasures many, and each' pleasure new : 
Ah ! — ^world experienced ! what of thee is told ? 
How few thy pleasures, and those few how old! 

Within a alent street, and far apart 
From noise of business, from a quay or mart. 
Stands an old spacious building, and the din 
You hear without, explains the work within ; . 
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Unlike the whispering of the n}rmphs, this noise 
Loudly proclaims a ^^ boarding-school for boys :^ 
The master heeds it not, for thirty years 
Have renderVl all familiar to his ears ; 
He sits in comfort, ^mid the various sound 
Of mingled tones for ever flowing round ; 
Day after day lie to his task attends, — 
Unvaried toil, and care that never ends : 
Boys in their works proceed ; while his employ 
Admits no change, or changes but the boy ; 
Yet time has made it easy ; — he be^de . 
Has power supreme, aiid power is sweet to pride : 
But grant him pleasure ; — what can teachers feel. 
Dependent helpers always at the wheel ? 
Their power despised, their compensation small. 
Their labour dull, their life laborious all ; 
Set after set the lower lads to make 
Fit for the class which their superiors take; 
The road of learning for a time to track 
In roughest state, and then again go back : 
Just the same way on other troops to wait, — 
Attendants fix^d at leaming^s lower gate. 

The day-tasks now are over, — to their ground 
Rush the gay crowd with joy-compelling sound ; 
Glad to illude the burthens of the day, 
The eager parties hurry to their play: 
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Then in these hours of liberty we find 

The native bias of the opening mind ; 

They yet possesa not skill the mask to place^ 

And hide the passions glowing in the face ; 

Yet some are found — the close, the sly, the mean, 

Who know already all must not be seen. 

Lo ! one who walks apart, although so young, 
He lays restraint upon his eye and tongue ; 
Nor will he into scrapes or dangers get. 
And half the school are in the stripling^s debt : 
Suspicious, timid, he is much afraid 
Of trick and plot : — ^he dreads to be betrayed : 
He shims all friendship, for he finds they lend. 
When lads be^n^ to call each other friend ; 
Yet self with self has war ; the tempting sight 
Of fruit on sale provokes his appetite ; — 
See! how he walks the sweet seduction by; 
That he is tempted, costs him first a sigh, — 
'Tis dangerous to indulge, 'tis grievous to deny i 
This he will choose, and whispering asks the price. 
The purchase dreadful, but the portion nice ; 
Within the pocket he explores the pence ; 
Without, temptation strikes on either sense. 
The sight, the smell ; — ^but then he thinks again 
Of money gone! while fruit nor taste remain. 
Meantime there comes an eager thoughtless boy. 
Who gives the price and only feels the joy: 
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Example dire ! the youthful miser stops. 
And slowly back the treasured coinage drops : 
Heroic deed»! for should he now comply, * 
Can he to-morrow^s appetite- deny? 
Beside, tliese spendthrifts who so friendly live, 
Cloy'd with their purchase, will a portion ^ve : — 
Here ends debate, he buttons up his store. 
And feels the comfort that it bums no more. 

Unlike to him the tyrant-boy, whose sway 
All hearts acknowledge; him the crowds obey : 
At his command they break through every rule ; 
Whoever governs, he controls the school : 
^Tis not the distant emperor moves their fear. 
But the proud viceroy who is ever near. 

Verres could do that mischief in a day. 
For which not Rome, in all its power, could pay ; 
And these boy-tyrants will their slaves distress, 
And do the wrongs no master can redress : 
The mind they load with fear : it feels disdain 
For its own baseness ; yet it tries in vain 
To shake th^ admitted power ; — the coward comes again : 
^Tis more than present pain these tyrants give. 
Long as we Ve life some strong impressions live ; 
And these young ruffians in the soul will sow 
Seeds of all vices that on weakness grow. 

Hark ! at his word the trembling yoimglings flee, 
Where he is walking none must walk but he ; 
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See ! from the winter-fire the weak retreat j 
His the warm comer, his the favourite seat, 
Save when he yields it to some slave to keep 
Awhile, then back, at his return, to creep : 
At his command his poor dependents fly. 
And humbly bribe him as a proud ally ; 
Flattered by all, the notice he bestows. 
Is gross abuse, and bantering and blows ; 
Yet he^s a dunce, and, spite of all his fame 
Without the desk, within he feels his shame : 
For there the weaker boy, who felt his scorn, 
For him corrects the blunders of the mom ; 
And he is taught, unpleasant truth ! to find 
The trembling body has the prouder mind. 

Hark ! to that shout, that burst of empty noise, 
From a rude set of blufi^, obstreperous boys ; 
They who, hke colts let loose, with vigour bound, 
And thoughtless spirit, o'er the beaten ground ; 
Fearless they leap, and every youngster feels 
His Alma active in his hands and heels. 

These are the sons of farmers, and they come 
With partial fondness for the joys of home ; 
Thieir minds are coursing in their fathers' fields. 
And e'en the dream a lively pleasure yields ; 
They, much enduring, sit th** allotted hours. 
And o*er a granmiar waste their sprightly powers ; 
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They dance ; but them can measured steps delight. 
Whom horse imd hounds to daring deeds excite ? 
Nor could they bear to wait from meal to meal. 
Did they not slyly to the chamber ^teat, 
And there the produce of the basket seize, 

The mother^s gift! still studious of their ease. 

« 

Poor Alma, thus oppressed, forbears to rise^ 
But rests or revels in the arms and thighs*. 

" But is it sure that study will repay 
" The more attentive and forbearing?'' — Nay ! 
The farm, the ship, the humble shop have each 
Gains which severest studies seldom reach. 

At college place a youth, who means to raise 
His state by merit and his name by praise ; 
Still much he hazards ; there is serious strife 
In the contentions qf a scholar's life ; 
Not all the mind's attention, care, distress. 
Nor diligence itself, ensure success ; 
His jealous heart a rival's power may dread. 
Till its strong feelings have confused his head. 
And, after days and months, nay, years of pain. 
He finds just lost the object he would gain« 



* Should any of my readers find themsdves at a loss in this place, I beg 
leave to refer them to a poem of Prior, called Alma, or the Progress of the 
Mind. 
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But grant him this and all such life can give, 
For other prospects he begins to live ; 
Begins to feel that man was formed to look 
And long for other objects than a book : 
In his mind^s eye his hduse and glebe he sees. 
And farms and talks with farmers at his ease; 
And time is lost, till fortune sends him forth 
To a rude world unconscious of his worth ; 
There in some petty parish to reside, 
The college-boast, then tumM the village-guide ; 
And though awhile his flock and dairy please. 
He soon reverts ^to former joys and ease, 
Glad when a friend shall come to break his rest. 
And speak of all the pleasures they possessed. 
Of masters, fellows, tutors, all with whom 
They shared those pleasures, never more to come ; 
Till both conceive the times by bliss endeared. 
Which once so dismal and so dull appear'^d. 

But fix our scholar, and suppose him crownM 
With all the glory gain'^d on classic ground ; 
Suppose the world without a sigh resigned, 
And to his college all his care confined ; 
Give him all honours that such states allow. 
The freshman'^s terror and the tradesman'^s bow ; 
Let his apartments with his taste agree. 
And all his views be those he loves to see ; 



39S SCHOOLS. LEX. XXIV. 

Let him eadi day behold the savoury treat, 
For which he pays not, but is paid to eat ; 
These joys and glories soon delight no more. 
Although withheld, the mind is vex^d and sore ; 
The honour too is to the place confined. 
Abroad they know not each superior mind : 
Strangers no wrcmglers ki these figures see, 
Nor give they worship to a high degree ; 
Unlike the prophef s is the scholar^s case, 
His honour all is in his dwelling-place : 
And there such honours are familiar things ; 
What is a monarch in a crowd of kings ? 
Like other sovereigns he^s by forms addressM, 
By statutes governed and with rules oppress^. 

When all these forms and duties die away, 
And the day passes like the former day, 
Then of exterior things at once bereft, 
He^s to himself and one attendant left ; 
Nay, John too goes ; nor aught of service more 
Remains for liim ; he gladly quits the door. 
And, as he whistles to the college-gate. 
He kindly pities his poor master^s fate. 

Books cannot ai ways please, however good ; 
Minds are not ever craving for their food ; 
But sleep will soon the weary soul prepare 
For cares to-morrow that were this day's care : 
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For forms, for feasts, that sundry times have past, 
And formal feasts that will for ever last. 

" But then from study will no comforts rise ?^— 
Yes ! such as studious minds alone can prize ; 
Comforts, yea ! — joys ineffable they find. 
Who seek the prouder pleasures of the mind : 
The soul, collected in those happy hours, 
' Then makes her efforts, then enjoys her powers ; 
And in those seasons feels herself repaid, 
For labours past and honours long delayed. 

No ! ^tis not worldly gain, although by chance 
The sons of learning may to wealth advance ; 
Nor station high, though in somp favoiuring hour 
The sons of learning may arrive at power ; * 
Nor is it glory, though the public voice 
Of honest praise will make the heart rejoice : 
But 'tis the mind's own feelings give the joy. 
Pleasures she gathers in her own employ — 
. Pleasiu*es that gain or praise cannot bestow. 
Yet can dilate and raise them when they flow. 

For this the poet looks the world around. 
Where form and life and reasoning man are found : 
He loves the mind, in all its modes, to trace, 
And all the manners of the chan^ng race ; 
Silent he walks the road of life along. 
And views the aims of its tumultuous throng : 
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He finds what shapes the Proteus-passions take^ 
And what strange waste of life and joy they make. 
And loves to shpw them in their varied ways. 
With honest, blame or with unflattering praise : 
^Tis good to know, "'tis pleasant to impart. 
These turns and movements of the human heart :. 
The stronger features of the soul to paint. 
And make distinct the latent and the faint ; 
Man as he is, to place in all men's view. 
Yet none with rancour; none with scorn pursue : 
Nor be it ever of my portraits told — 
" Here the strong lines of malice we behold**"— 



This let me hope, that when in pubUc view 
I bring my pictures, men may feel them true ; 
" This is a Ukeness,'' may they all declare, 
" And I hava seen him, but I know not where : 
For I should mourn the mischief I had done. 
If as the likeness all would fix on one. 

Man^s vice and crime I combat as I can. 
But to his Goo and conscience leave the man ; 
I search (a Quixotte!) all the land about. 
To find its giants and enchanters out,. 
(The giant-foUy, the enchanter-vice, 
Whom doubtless I shall vanquish in a trice ;) 



, « 
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But is there man whom I would injure ? — no! 
I am to him a fellow, not a foe, — 
A fellow-sinner, who must rather dread 
The bolt, than hurl it at another^s head. 

No ! let the guiltless, if there siicH be found. 
Launch forth the spear, and deal the deadly wound ; 
How can I so the cause of virtue aid. 
Who am myself attainted and afraid ? 
Yet as I can, I point the powers of rhyme, 
And, sparmg criminals, attack the crime. 
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